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ur following clegies were wrote by a young gentle- 
man lately dead, and juſtly lamented, 
* As he had never declared his intentions concerning 
their publication, a friend of his, into whoſe hands 
; they fell, determined to publiſh them, in the perſua- 
Fon that they would neither be unwelcome to the pu- 
*Flic, nor injurious to the memory of their author. The 
*xeader muſt decide, whetherthis determination was the 
"S$ſult of juſt judgment, or partial friendſhip; for the 
editor feels, and avows ſo much of the latter, that he 
gives up all pretenſions to the former. 
The author compeſed them ten years ago, before 
+] e was two and twenty years old; an age when fancy 
and imagination commonly riet, at the expence of 
judgment and correctneſs, neither of which ſeem 
wanting here. Put ſincere in his love as in his friend- 
hip, he wrote to his miſtreſſes, as he ſpoke to his 
friends, nothing but the true genuine ſentiments of 
his heart; he ſat down to write what he thought, not 
to think what he ſhould write; t was nature, and ſen- 
*timent only that dictated to a real miſtreſs, not youth- 


| © ful and poetic fancy, to an imaginary one. Elegy there- 
fore ſpeaks here her own, proper, native language, the 
unaffected, plaintive language of the tender paſſions; the 
true clegiac dignity, and ſimplicity are preſerved and 
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9 THE PREFACE. TY 
united, the one without pride, the other without mean 
neſs. Tibullus ſeems to have been the model, our au- 
thor judiciouſly preferred to Ovid; the former writing 
directly from the heart to the heart, the latter too often 
yielding, and addreſſing himſelf to the imagination. 

The undiſſipated youth of the author allowed him 
time to apply himſelf to the beſt maſters, the ancients, 
| and his parts enabled him to make the beſt uſe of them; 
| for upon thoſe great models of ſolid ſenſe and virtue, 
| he formed not only his genius, but his heart, both well 
| 

g 


prepared by nature toadopt, and adorn the reſemblance. 
He admired that juſtneſs, that noble ſimplicity of 


[| thought and expreſſion, which have diſtinguiſhed, and 
preſerved their writings to this day; but he revered 5 
| that-love of their country, that contempt of riches, x 
that ſacredneſs of friendſhip, and all thoſe heroic and a 
ſocial virtues, which marked them out as the objects of 
the veneration, though not the imitation of ſucceeding * 
ages; and he looked back with a kind of religious awe 
| and delight, upon thoſe glorious and happy times of 
| Greece and Rome, when wiſdom, virtue and liberty 
| formed the only triumvirates, ere luxury invited cor- 7 
| ruption to taint, or corruption introduced flavery to 
| deſtroy, all public and private virtues. In theſe ſenti- Þ 
ments be lived, and would have lived, even in theſe + 
times; in theſe ſentiments he died. but in theſe 
f times too. Ut non erepta a diis immortalibus vita, 1 
ö | fed donata mors efle videatur. =o 
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On bis falling in love with Neaere. 


Faxrwetr. that liberty our fathers gave, 

them; * in vain they gave, their ſons recciv'd in vain: 
| virtue, "a Neaera, and her inſtant ſlave, 

th well Tho' born a Briton, hugg'd the ſervile chain. 
blance, 
icity of Her uſage well repays my coward heart, 
ed, and 1 . ſne triumphs in her lover's ſhame, 
revered * o healing joy relieves his conſtant ſmart, 
riches, No ſmile of ove rewards the loſs of fame. 
dic and 5 
jects of ¶ Ph that to feel theſe killing pangs no more, 
eeding On Scythian hills I lay a ſenſeleſs ſtone, 

us awe Was fix'd a rock amidſt the watry roar, 


mes of And in the vaſt Atlantic ſtood alone. 


liberty 1 
d cor- ; 7 
ery to 
ſenti-⸗ 
theſe 
theſe 


dieu, ye muſes, or my paſſion aid, 

by ſhou'd I loiter by your idle ſpring ? 
My humble voice would move one only maid, 
And ſhe contemns the trifles which I ſing. 


1 do not aſk the lofty epic ſtrain, 
Nor ſtrive to paiut the wonders of the ſphere: 
l only ſing one cruel maid to gain, 
Adieu, ye muſes, if ſhe will not hear, 
A 3 


vita, 


6s BOG YEE EL-EOI1HA 
No more in uſeleſs innocence [Ill pine, 
Since guilty preſents win the greedy fair, 
I'll tear its honours from the broken ſhrine, 
But chiefly thine, O Venus, will 1 tear. 


1 
* a 1 


Deceiv'd by thee, I lov'd a beauteous maid, | 
Who bends on ſordid gold her low defires : 1 
Nor worth ner paſſion can her heart perſuade, 
But love muſt act what avarice requires, 


Unwiſe who firſt, the charms of nature loſt, 
With Tyrian purple ſoil'd the ſnowy ſheep; 
Unwiſer ſti} who ſeas and mountaids eroſt, 
To dig the Fock, a en the pearly decp: 


Theſe WO toys our fi guy fair r ſurpriſe, | 

The ſhining folties cheat their feeble ſight, 
Their hearts, ſecore in trifles, love deſpiſe, 

"Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write. 


Why did the gods conceal the little mind, 
And earthly thought beneath a heavenly face? 
Forget the worth that dignifies mankind, 

Yet ſmooth and'pokſh ſo each ontward grace; 


Hence all the blame that love and Venus bear, 
Hence pleaſure ſhort, and angaith ever lone, 

Fence tears and Gohs, and hence the pees iſh fate; 
Ihe froward lover, —llence this angry ſung. 


wo 


LOVE EIL. E GIE S. i 


E L E G X II. 


50% to ſatisfy il e covęlens temper of Neaera, he ins 


1 tends to make a campargit aud try, if poſſible, to om 


get ber. ' EM 


? 


74 ö 'DIEvV, ye walls, than * wh Lag _ | | 


No more F1l fit in roſy fetters bound. 

A y limbs have learn'd the weight of arms to bear, 
| y rouſing _ feel the GO s ſound, 

| f 

Few are the ane thit now om mevit ſmile, 

On ſpoil and wer is bent this iron age 
| F et pain and death attend on war and ſpoil, 
Unſated vengeance and remorſeleſs rage: 


1 o purchaſe ſpoil even love itſelf is ſold, 
Aer lover's heart is leaſt Neacra's care, 
And 1 thro' war mult ſeek deteſted gold, 
Not for myſelf, but for my venal fair: 


That while the bends beneath the weight of dreſs, 
| he ſtiffen'd robe may ſpoil her taſy mien; 
And art miſtaken make her beauty leſs, 


©; While (till it hides ſome graces better ſeen, 


b But if ſuch toys can win her lovely ſmile, 

7 Hers be the weight of Tagus' golden ſand, 

© Hers the bright gems that glow in India's ſoil, 
Hers the black ſens of Afric's ſultry land. 


3 LOVE ELEGHES 

To pleaſe her eye let every loom contend, 
For her be rifled ocean's pearly bed. 

But where alas wou'd idle fancy tend? 

And ſooth with dreams a youthful poet's head? 


Let others buy the cold unloving maid, 

In forc'd embraces-a& the tyrant's part, 
While I their ſelfiſh luxury upbraid, 

And ſcorn the perſon where I doubt the heart. 


Thus warm'd by pride, I think I love no more, 
And hide in threats the weakneſs of my mind: 
In rain, — tho' reaſon fly the hated door, 
Yet love, the coward love, ſtill lags behind. 


3 1 "AG 4 | | ay 
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E I. E G Y u.. 


He upbraids and threatens the avarice of Necera, and 
oY reſelves to quit ber. 


1 


o 


Gp ouvLiD Jove deſcend in floods of liquid ore, 
And golden torrents ſtream from every part, 
That craving boſom ſtill would heave for more, 


1 ot all the god could fatisfy thy heart: 
5 


It may thy folly, which can thus diſdain 
\ y honeſt love, the mighty wrong repay, 
May midnight fire involve thy fordid gain, 
And on the ſhining heaps of rapine prey: 


May all the youths, like me, by love deceiy'd, 

Pot quench the ruin, but applaud the doom, 

And when thou dy'ſt, may not one heart be griev'd, 
q lay not one tear bedew the lonely tomb. 


ut the deſerving, tender, generovs maid, 
Whoſe only care is her poor lover's mind, 
F Fho' ruthleſs age may bid her beauty fade, 
1 every friend to love, a friend ſhall find: 


"And, when the lamp of life will burn no more, 

When dead ſhe ſeems as in a gentle ſleep, 

The pitying neighbour ſhall her loſs deplore, 
And round the bier aſſembled lovers weep 
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10 LOVE ELLE OI E S. 

With flowery garlands, each revolving year | 
Shall ſtrow the grave where truth and ſoftneſs reſt, +7 
Then home returning drop the pious tear, LE 
And bid the turf lye eaſy on her breaſt. 
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E L E O X 25 


| b bis friend, written 3 the dee , a long 
| ihdiſpoſit iun. 


nLE calm you ſit bepeath your ſecret ſhade, 
And loſetin pleaſing thought the ſummer day, 
| Br tempt the wiſh of ſome unpractis'd maid, 
Whoſe heart at once inclines and feurs to ſtray: 
IT. e 10 at. T7) 222 fs | 
pe ſprightly vigour of my youth is fled, T 
Wonely and ſick on death is all my thought, 
n ſpare, * Perſephone, this guiltleſs head, 
Love, too n _ is all wy ee s fault. 
o virgin's 450 faith I ere betioy's, 

My tongue ne'er boaſted of a feign'd embrace, 
Fo poiſons in the cup have 1 convey'd, 
For vail'd deſtrution with a friendly face: 


o ſecret horrors gnaw this quiet breaſt, 

This pious hand ne'er rob'd the ſacred fane, 

PI ne'er diſturb'd the gods eternal reſt 

With curſes loud, — but oft have pray'd in vain, 


FY 


The goddeſs of death. 


12 LOVE E IL. EGIES. 
No ſtealth of time has thinn'd my flowing hair, 
Nor age yet bent me with his iron hand; 

Ah why ſo ſoon the tender bloſſom tear? 

E' er autumn yet the ripen'd fruit demand. 


ve gods, whoe'er, in gloomy ſhades below, 
| Now ſlowly tread your melancholy round, 
Now wandring view the baleful rivers flow, 
And muſing hearken to their ſolemn ſound : 


| | K 

Oh let me ſtill enjoy the chearſul day, 
| Till many years unheeded o'er me roll'd, 

| Pleas'd in my age [trifle life aw ax. 
| And tell how much we lov'd, c'er I grew old. 


| But you, who now with feſtive garlands crown'd, 
| In chaſe of pleaſure the gay moments ſpend, 

| By quick enjoyment heal love's pleaſing wound, 

| And grieve for. nothing, but your abſent friend. 

| | | 


— 
— 
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ELEGY V. 


1 lover is at firſt introduced ſpeaking to his ſervant, he 

WT erwards addreſſes himſelf to his miſtreſs, and at loft 
1 4 here is a ſuppoſed interview between them. | 
| 33 * 


rru wine more wine deceive thy maſter's care, 
7 Till creeping flumber ſooth his troubled breaſt, 
, Le not a whiſper ſtir the ſilent air, 

Ifhaplecſs love a while conſent to reſt. 


toward guards befet my Cynthia's doors, 

Abd cruel locks th' impriſon'd fair conceal, 

Kay lightnings blaſt whom love in vain implores, 
a pd Jove's own thunder rive thoſe bolts of ſtcel. 


A gentle door, attend my humble call, 
dr let thy ſounding hinge our thefts betray, 
all my curſes far from thee ſhall fall, 
angry lovers mean not half we ſay. 


Remember now the flowery wreaths I gave, 
When firſt I told thee of my bold deſires, 

dr thou, O Cynthia, fear the watchful ſlave, 
us will favour what herſelf inſpires. 


She . the youths who ſee not where they treaty. 
Me lhews the virgin how to turn the door, 
ftly to ſteal from off her ſilent bed, 
d not a ſtep betray her on the floor. 
5 4 


- Leſt angry Venus ſaatch their guitty ſight ; 


"14 LOVE ELFR-@ I'E'S 
The fearleſs lover wants no beam of light, 

The robber knows him, nor obſtructs his way, 

Sacred he wanders thro' the pathleſs night, 
Belongs to Venus, and can never ſtray. 


I ſcorn the chilling-wind, and beating rain, 
Nor heed cold watchings on the dewy ground, 
If all the hardſhips 1 for love ſuſtain, 

With love's victorious joys at laſt be crown'd. 


With ſudden ſtep let none our bliſs ſurprize, 
Or check the freedom of ſecure delight: 
Raſh man beware and ſhut thy curious eyes, 


But ſhouldſt thou ſee, th* important ſecret hide, 1 
Tho' queſtion'd by the powers of earth and heav n, 

The prating tongue ſhall love's revenge abide, 
Still ſue for grace, and never be forgiv'n. 


A wizard-dame, thy lover's ancient friend, 
With magic charm has deaft thy huſband's car, 
At her command I ſaw the ſtars deſcend, 
And winged lightnings ſtop in mid career. 


I ſaw her ſtamp, and cleave the ſolid ground, 
While ghaſtly ſpectres round us wildly roam, 
I ſaw them hearken to her potent ſound, 
Till car'd at day they ſought their dreary home. 
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her command the vigorous ſummer pines, 

4 nd wintry clouds obſcure the hopeful year, . 

it her ſtrong bidding gloomy winter ſhines, 
Ind vernal roſes on the ſnows appear. 


. 
* 


: l e gave theſe charms, which I on thee beſtow, 
ey dim the eye, and dull the jealous mind, 

r me they make a huſband nothing know, 

Yr me, and only me, they make him blind: 


— #1 


t what did moſt this faithful heart ſurpriſe, 
e boaſted that her ſkill could ſet it free; 

| T bis faithful heart the boaſted freedom flics, -, 
_ £ ow could it it venture to abandon thee ? 


„ 2 
©; 
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E LEGI FVI. 


He adjures Delia to pity him by their friendſbip with 
Celia, who was lately dead, 


Tuousanps would ſeck the laſting peace of death 1 | 


And in that harbour ſhun the ſtorm, of care, 
Officious Hope ſtill holds the fleeting breath, 
She tells them ſtill, —to-morrow will be fair. 


She tells me, Delia, I mall thee obtain, 
But can l. liſten to her ſyren ſong, 


Whoſeven ſlowmonths have dragg'd my paiaſulcbain, | | 


So long thy lover, and deipis'd ſo long? 


By all the joys thy deareſt Celia gave, 

Let not her once-lov'd friend unpitied burn 
So may her aſhes find a peaceful grave, 
And ſleep yninjur'd in their ſacred urn: 


To her I firſt avow'd my tim'rous flame, 

She nurs'd my hopes, and taught me how to ſue, 
She ſtill would pity what the wiſe might blame, 
Aud feel for weakneſs which ſhe never knew: 


Ah do. not grieve the dear-lamented ſhade, 
That hov'ring round us all my ſuff rings hears, 
She is my ſaint, to her my prayers are made, 
With oft · repeated gifts of flowers and tears: 


LOVE ELEGIES, rp 


o her fad tomb at midnight I retire, 

; 4 nd lonely ſitting by the ſilent ſtone, 

tell it all the griefs my wrongs inſpire, 

the marble image ſeems to hear my moan: 


thy friend's pale ghoſt ſhall vex thy ſleepleſs bed, 
eath, 2 nd ſtand before thee all in virgin white; 

{ „ hat ruthlefs. boſom will diſturb the dead, 

And call forth pity from eternal night; 


4 eaſe, cruel man, the mournful theme forbear, 
$Fho' much thou ſuffer, to thyſelf complain, k 
h to recall the fad remembrance ſpare, 

Pac tear from her is more than all thy pain. 


 -LOVE-ELEGIHS. 


E L E GI VII. 


on Delia's being in the country, where he ſuppoſes 1 
ſtays to ſee the harveſt, 


Tow Delia breathes in woods the fragrant air, 45 
Hull are the hearts that ſtill in town remain, Mere 
Venus herſelf attends on Delia there, Mn! 
And Cupid ſports amid the ſylvan train. s 


Oh with what joy my Delia to behold, 7 
Fd preſs the ſpade, or wield the weighty prong, © Qu w 
Guide the flow plough-ſhare thro the ſtubborn mol 
And patient. Sad the loit'ring ox along: 


— — - — 
— 


The ſcorching heats I'd careleſly deſpiſe, 
Nor heed. the bliſters on my tender hand: 
'The great Apollo wore the ſame diſguiſe, 1 vie 
Like me ſubdu'd to love's ſupreme command. b 


No healing herbs could ſooth their maſter's pain, 
The art of phyſie loſt and yſeleſs lay, 

To Peneus' ſtream, and Tempe's ſbady plain, 
He drove his herds beneath the noon-tide ray: 


Oft with a bleating lamb in either arm, 

His bluſhing fiſter * ſaw him pace along, 
Oft would his voice the ſilent valley charm, 
Till lowing oxen broke the, tender ſong, 


A The goddeſs Diana. 


LOVE ELEG1IHS.. -w. 
Were are bis triumphs ? where his warlike toil? 
ere by his darts the creſted Python ſlain? 

Were are bis Delphi? his delightful iſle? 

T god himſelf has grown a.cottage ſwain. 


eres, in your golden fields no more, 

W Vn harveſt's chearſul pomp my fair detain. 
Th ak what for. loſt Proſerpiqa you bore, 

d in. a wother s anguill feel my pain. 

„ © u wiſer fathers. left. their fields unſown, _ 

nold Meir food was acorns, love their ſole employ, 
Mey met, they lik'd, they, ſtaid, but till alone, 


4 pd in each valley ſnatch'd the honeſt joy: 


M 


d wakeſul guard, no doors to ſtop deſire, 
dice happy times but oh I fondly rave, 
Head me to Delia, all her eyes inſpire 
Wl d9—1'11 plough or dig as Delia's ſlave. 


Ide daughter of Ceres taken from ber by Pluto. 
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ELEGY VII. 1 
He deſpairs that he ſhall ever poſſeſs Delia. 


u what avails thy lover's pious care? 
lis laviſh incenſe clouds the ſky in vain, 
Nor wealth nor greatneſs was his idle pray'r, 
For thee alone he pray'd, thee hop'd to gain; 


With thee | hop'd to waſte the pleaſing day, 
Till in thy arms an age of joy was paſt, 
Then old with love inſenſibly decay, 

And on thy boſom. gently. breathe my laſt. 


0 I ſcorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 

i And all the vulgar charms of human life, 

Fl I only alk to live my Delia's ſla ve, 

| And when 1 long have ferv'd her, call her wife: 
| 


+ a 


'T only a(k, of her I love poſſeſt, 

To link o'ercome with bliſs in ſafe repoſe, - 
To ſtrain her yielding beauties to my breaſt, 
And kiſs her wearied eye-lids till they cloſe... 


Attend, O Juno, with thy ſober ear, 
Attend, gay Venus, parent of deſire, 

This one fond wiſh if you refuſe to hear, 
Oh let me with this gh of love expire. 


8. 5 LOV. E- EL E GIE 8. AT - 
ELEGY IX. 
« He has Jaſt Delia. 


| whe could firſt two gentle hearts unbind,.. 

N 1 And rob a lover of his weeping fair, 

a was the man, but harder in my mind, 
lover ſtill who dy'd not of deſpair; 


th mean diſguiſe let others nature hide, 
a mimic virtue with the paint of art, 
rorn the cheat of reaſon's fooliſh pride, 
Mad boaſt the graceful weakneſs of my heart. 


q 
' 


e more I think, the more ł feel my pain, 

d learn the more each heavenly charm to prize, 
ö While fools, too light for paſſion, ſafe remain, 
: ad dull ſenſation keeps the ſtupid wiſe. 


d is my day, and ſad my ling'ring night, 
hen wrapt in ſilent grief I weep alone. 
lia is laſt, and all my paſt delight 

now the ſource of unavailing moan.. 


here is the wit that beighten'd beauty's charms ?:- 
ere is the face that fed my longing eyes? [ 
here is the ſhape that might have bleſt my arms a 

here all thoſe hopes relentleſs.fate denies? 


When ſpent with endleſs grief | die at laſt, 


Till all around the doleful flames aſcend, 


3a LOVE ELEGOTES.: 


Delia may come, and ſee my poor remains. 5 
Oh Delia, after ſuch an abſence paſt, | 
Canſt thou ſtill love, and not forget my pains? 


Wilt thou in tears thy lover's corſe attend? 
With eyes averted light the folemn pyre, 


Then flowly ſinking, by degrees expire: 


To ſooth the hov'ring ſoul be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band, 
In ſable weeds the golden vaſe to bear, 

And cull my aſhes with thy trembling hand ; 


Panchaia's odours be their coſtly feaſt, 

And all the pride of Aſia's fragrant year, - 
Give them the treaſures of the fartheſt eaſt, 
And, what is ſtill more precious, give thy tear. 


Dying for thee, there is in death a pride, 


Let all the world thy hapleſs lover know, iN 
No ſilent urn the noble paſſion hide, 4 
But deeply graven thus my ſuff” rings ſhow : 

Here lies a' youth borne down with lose and care,” 1 
He could not long his Delia's loſs abide, ue 
Joy left his boſom with the parting fair, he 


And when he durſt no longer hope, he died. 


'e 


db ELEGIE'S. 23 


RL EQO'Y. . 
On Delia's birth-day. 


3s day, which ſaw my Delia's beauties riſe, 
shall more than all our ſacred days be bleſt, 


þ ; 4 world, enamour'd of her Jovely eyes, 
Fs 
grow as good and gentle as her breaſt, 


93 


l our guarded ſighs, and hid deũres, 
W may our guiltleſs love be ſtill the ſame! 
urn, and glory in the pleaſing: fires, 


N Pelia's boſom ſhare the mutual flame. 


1 hou happy genius of her natal hour, 
Heept her incenſe, if her thoughts be kind; 


let her court in vain thy angry power, 
all our vows are blotted from her mind. 


d thou, O Venus, hear my righteous prayer, 
bind the ſnepherdeſs or looſe the ſwain, a 


Mt rather guard them both with equal care, 


d let them die together in thy chain. 


hat I demand perhaps her heart deſires, 


* Int virgin fears her nicer tongue reſtrain, 
Fe ſecret thought, which bluſhing love inſpires, 
be conſcious eye can full as well explain. 
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ELEGY XL 


| | Againſt lovers going to war, in which he philoſophecalls 

fl prefers love and Delia to the more ſerious vanities nd 

1 ſtbe world. [ER Mill, 
ke 

He man, who ſharpen'd firſt the warlike ſteel, 
How fell and deadly was his iron heart, 
He gave the wound encount'ring nations feel, 
And death grew ſtronger by his fatal art: 


Yet not from ſteel, debate' and battle roſe, 
*Tis gold o' erturns the even ſcale of life, 
Nature is free to all, and none were foes, 


Till partial luxury began the ſtrife. 


Let ſpoil and victory adorn the bold, 
While 1 inglorious neither hope nor fear, 
Periſh the thirſt of honour, thirſt of gold, 
Ere for my abſence Delia loſe a tear. 


Why ſhould the lover quit his pleaſing home, 
Tn ſearch of danger on ſome foreign ground? 
Far from his wceping fair ungrateful roam, 


And riſk in every ſtroke a double wound: 


Ah better far, beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 
With chearful friends to drain the ſprightly bowl, 


o ſing the beauties of my darling maid, 
nd on the ſweet idea feaſt my ſoul, 


en, full of love, to all her charms retire 

nd fold her bluſhing to my eager breaſt, 

Fill, quite o'ercome with ſoftneſs, with deſire, 
ke me ſhe pants, ſhe faints, and ſinks to reſt. 
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E L E GV XII. 


To Delia. e 


1 o ſecond love ſhall e er my heart ſurpræe, 
1 This ſolemn league did firſt our paſſion bind: * 
wi Thou, only thou, canſt pleaſe thy lover's eyes, 
Thy voice alone can ſooth his troubled mind. 


Oh that thy charms were only fair to me, 
Diſpleaſe all others, and ſegure my reſt, 
No need of envy, —let me happy be, 

I little care that others knew me bleſt. 10 


With thee in gloomy deſerts let me dwell, 
Where never human footſtep mark'd the ground; 
Thou, light of life, all darkneſs canſt expell, 

And ſeem a world with ſolitude around. 


I fay too much my heedleſs words reſtore; 
My tongue undoes me in this loving hour; 

Thou know'ſt thy ſtrength, and thence inſulting mor mc 
Wilt make me feel the weight of all thy power. Jud 


'Whate'er I feel, thy ſlave I will remain, 

Nor fly the burthen I am form'd to bear; 
In chains VII fit me down at Venus' fane, 
She knows my wrongs, and will regard my.pray'r. r li 
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e imagines himſelf married to Delia, and that content 
with each other they are. retired into the country. 


tx others boaſt their heaps of ſhining gold, 

And view their fields with waving plenty crown'd, 
hom neighbouring foes in conſtant terror hold, 
Ind trumpets break their ſlumbers never ſound : 


hile calmly poor I trifle life away, 

njoy ſweet leiſure by my chearful fire, 

lo wanton hope my quiet ſhall betray, 

ut cheaply bleſt I'll ſcorn each vaia deſire. 


ith' timely care I'll fow-my little field, 

nd plant my orchard with its maſter's hand, 
or bluſh to ſpread the hay, the hook to wield, 
Mr range my ſheaves along the ſunny land. 


I; 


late at duſk, while careleſsly I roam, 

meet a ſtrolling kid, or bleeting lamb, 

Juder my arm VII bring the wand'rer home, 
And not a little chide its thoughtleſs dam. 


more 


at joy to hear the tempeſt howl in vain, 
And claſp a fearful: miſtreſs to my breaſt ? 

dr lull'd to ſlumber by the beating rain, 
decure and happy ſink at laſt to reſt 2 

CX. 


Vr. 
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Or if the ſun in flaming Leo ride, . 
By ſtady rivers indalently ſtray, * 


And with my Delia, walking ſide by ſide, or 
Hear how they murmur, as they glide away. ect 


What joy to wind along the cool retreat, ar 
To ſtop and gaze on Delia as I go? 

Fo mingle ſweet diſcourſe with kiſſes ſweet, 
And teach my lovely ſcholar all I Know? 


Thus pleas'd at heart, and not with fancy's dream, 
In ſilent happineſs I reſt unknown ; 

Content with what I am, not what I ſeem, 

1 live for Delia, and myſclf alone. 


Ah fooliſh man, who thus of her poſſeſs'd, 
Cou'd float and wander with ambition's wind; 
And if his outward trappings ſpoke him bleſt, 
Not heed the ſickneſs of his conſcious mind, 


With ber I ſcorn the idle breath of praiſe, 
Nor truſt to happineſs that's not our own, 
The ſmile of fortune might ſuſpicion raiſe, 
But here I know-that I am lov'd alone. 


Stanhope, in wiſdom, as in wit divine, 

May riſe.and plead Britannia's glorious cauſe, 
With ſteady rein his eager wit confine, 

While manly fenſe, the deep attention draus: 
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et Stanhope ſpeak his liſt*ning country's wrong, 
y humble voice ſhall pleaſe one partial maid ;- 
or her alone I pen my tender ſong, 

ely ſitting in his friendly ſhade... 


anhope ſhall come, and grace his rural fricnd, 
delia ſhall wonder at her noble gueſt, 


Vith bluſhing awe the riper fruit commend, 


nd for her huſband's patron-cull the beſt. 


ers be the care of all my little train, 
hile I with tender indolence am bleſt, . 
he fav'rite ſubject of her gentle reign, 
y love alone diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt. 


or her. I'llyoke my oxen to the plougb, 

1 gloomy foreſts tend my lonely flock, 

or her a goat-herd climb the mountain's brow; . 
id ſleep extended on the naked rock: 


h what avails to prefs the ſtately bed, 
ind far from her midſt taſteleſs grandeur weep, 
y marble fountains lay the penſive head, 


Jelia alone can pleaſe; and never tire, 


xceed the paint of thought in true delight, 
ith her, enjoyment wakens new deſire, 


Ind equal rapture glows through every night: 


C3 


und, while they murmur, ſtrive in vain to ſleep! - 


29 
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Beauty and. worth in her alike contend. 
To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind; 


To her, my wife, my miſtreſs, and my friend, 
L taſte the joys of ſenſe and reaſon join'd. 


On her. 'll-gaze, when others loves are o'er, 
And dying preſs. her with my clay-cold hand 
Thou weep'ſt already, as I were no more, 

Nor can that gentle breaſt the thought withſtand. 


Oh, when I die, my lateſt moments ſpare, 
Nor let thy grief with ſharper torments kill, | 
Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing hair, 
Tho' I am dead, my foul ſhall love thee ſtill: 


Oh quit the room, oh quit the deathful bed, 

Or thou wilt die, fo tender is thy heart, 

Oh leave me, Delia, ere thou ſee me dead, 
Theſe weeping friends will do thy mournful part. 


Let them, extended on the decent bier, 
Convey the corſe in melancholy ſlate, 

Thro' all the village ſpread the tender tear, 
While pitying waids our wond'rous loves relate. 


air, 


E LE GI XIV. 
To Delia. 


naT ſcenes of bliſs my raptur'd fancy fram d, 
In ſome lone ſpot with peace and thee retir'd, 


o' reaſon then my ſanguine fondneſs blam'd, 
44 


ill believ'd what flatt' ring love inſpit'd. 


:t now my wrongs have taught my humble mind, 
o dang'rous bliſs no longer to pretend, | 


1 books, a calm but fixt content to find, 


afe joys, that on ourſelves alone depend. 


ith them the gentle moments Il beguile 
learned eaſe, and elegant delight, 
ompare the beauties of each diff*rent ſtile, 
ach various ray of wit's diſſuſive light: | 


ow mark the ſtrength of Milton's ſacred lines, 
enſe rais'd by genius, fancy rul'd by art, 

Where all the glory of the God-head ſhines, 

And carlieſt innocence inchants the heart. 


ow fir'd by Pope and Virtue leave the age 

n low purſuit of ſelf- undoing wrong, | 
WAnd trace the author thro' his moral page, 

V boſe blameleſs life ſtill anſwers to his ſong... 
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If time and books my lingring pain can heal, 
And reaſon fix its empire o'er my heart, 

My patriot breaſt a nobler warmth ſhall feel, 
And glow. with love, where weakneſs has no part. 


Thy heart, O Lyttleton, ſhall be my guide, 
Its fre ſhall warm me, and its worth improve, 
Thy heart, above all envy, and all pride, 
Firm as man's ſenſe, and ſoſt as woman's love. 


And you, O Weſt, with her your partner dear, 
Whom ſocial mirth and uieful ſenſe. commend, 
With learning's feaſt my drooping mind ſhall chear, 
Glad to eſcape from love to ſuch a friend. 


But why, ſo long my weaker heart deceive? 
Ah till I love in pride and reaſon's ſpite, 

No books, alas, my painful thoughts relieve, 
And while I threat, this elegy I write. 
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E L Ek G * XV. 


To M r. George Grenville, 


3 form'd alike to ſerve us and to pleaſe; 
Polite with honeſty; and learn'd with eaſe; 

ich heart to act, with genius to retire; 

pen, yet wiſe; tho' gentle, full of fire; 

ith thee I ſcorn the low conſtraint of art, 

or fear to truſt the ſollies of my hcart; 

ear then from what my long deſpair aroſe, _ 

he faithful ſtory of a lover's wocs: 

hen, in a ſober melancholy hour, 

educ'd by ſick neſs under reaſon's power, 

view'd my ſtate too little weigh'd before, 

nd Love himſelf could flatter me no more, 

ſy Delia's hopes I would no more deceive, 

ut whom my paſſion hurt, thro? friendſhip leave, 

chooſe the coldeſt words my heart to hide, 

nd cure her ſex's weakneſs thro' its pride: 

he prudence which l taught l ill purſu'd, 

he charm. my reaſon broke my heart renew'd; , 


gain ſubmiſſive to her fect 1 came, 

nd prov'd too well my paſſion by my ſhame; 
While ſhe, ſecure in coldneſs, or difdain, 

orgot my love, or triumph'd in its pain, 
egan with higher views her thoughts to raiſe, 
And ſcorn'd the humble poet of her praiſe: _ 
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She let each little lie o'er truth prevail, 
And ſtrengthen'd by her faith, each groundleſs tak 
Believ'd the groſſeſt arts that malice try'd, 

Nor once in thought was on her lover's ſide: 

Oh where were then my ſcenes of fancied life ? 
Oh where the friend, the miſtreſs, and the wife? 
Her years of promis'd love were quickly paſt, 
Not two revolving moons could ſce them aſt.— 

To Stowe's delightful ſcenes I now repair, 

In Cobham's ſmile to looſe the gloom of care! 
Nor fear that he my weakneſs ſhould deſpiſe, 

In nature learned, and humanely wiſe: 

There Pit, in manner ſoft, in friendſhip warm, 
With mild advice my liſt'ning grief (hall charm, 

With ſenſe to counſel, and with wit to pleaſe, 

A Roman's virtue with a courtier's eaſe. 

Nor you, my friend, whoſe heart is ſtill at reſt, 

Contemn the human weaknefs of my breaſt; 

Reaſon may chide the fault ſhe cannot cure, 

And pains, which long we ſcorn'd, we oft endure; 

Tho? wifer cares employ-your ſtudious mind; 

Form'd with a ſoul ſo elegantly kind, 

Your breaſt may loſe the calm it long has known, 
And learn my woes to pity, by its own. 
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ONVERSATION. 


[By BENJAMIN STILLINGFLEET.] 


Oderunt hilarem triſtes, triſtemgue jocoſi, 
Sedatum celeres, agilem gnavumgue remiſſi. 
Horaw. 


1 2 art of converſe, how to ſooth the ſoul 

Of haughty man his paſſions to controul, 
is pride at once to humble and to pleaſe, 
And join the dignity of life with eaſe, 
Be now my Theme O thou. whom nature's hand 
ram'd for this beſt, this delicate command, 
\nd taught, when liſping without reaſon's aid, 
At the ſame time to ſpeak and to perſuade, 
YNDYHAM, With dilig:nce awhile attend, 
Nor ſcorn th' inſtructions of an older friend; 
howhen theworld's great commerce ſhallhavejoin'd 
he deep reflection. and the ſtrength of mind, 
o the bright talents of thy youthful tate, 
in turn ſhall on thy better leſſons wait, 
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Whence comes it, that in every art we ſee 
Many can riſe to a ſupreme degree; 

Yet in this art, for which all ſeem deſign'd 

By nature. ſcarcely one compleat we find? 
You'll ſay, perhaps, we think, we ſpeak, we mo 
By the ſtrong ſprings alone of ſelfiſh love ; 

Let among all the ſpecies, is there one, 

Whom, with more caution than ourſelves, we ſhu 
What is it fills a puppet-ſhew, or court? 
Go none but for the profit, or the ſport? 
If ſo, why comes each ſoul-fatigu'd away, 


And curſes the dull puppets ſame dull play; gh 
Yet, unconvinc'd, is tempted ſtill to go? « 
*Tis that we find at home our greateſt foe. * 


And reaſon good why ſolitude we flee ? 
Can wants with ſelf- ſufficiency agree? 


Yet, ſuch our inconſiſtency of mind, 
We court ſociety, and hate mankind. 
With ſome we quarrel, for they're too ſincere : 
With others, for they're cloſe, reſerv'd, and quet 
This is too learn'd, too prudent, or too wile ; 
And that we for his ignorance deſpiſe : 
A voice perhaps our ear ſhall harſhly ſtrike, 
Then ſtrait e en wit itſelf ſhall raiſe diſlike ; 
Our eye may by ſome feature be annoy'd, 
| Behold at once a character deſtroy d | 
One's ſo good-natur'd, he's beyond all bearing; 
He'll ridicule no friend, tho' out of hearing: 


other, warm'd with zeal, offends our eyes; 
auſe he holds the mirror up to vice. 

wonder then, ſince fancies wild as theſe 
move our ſpleen, that real faults diſpleaſe. 

hen Maevius, ſpite of dullneſs, will be bright, 
d teach ARGYLL to ſpeak, and dwir r to write; 
hen Flavia entertains us with her dreams, 

d Macer with his no leſs airy ſchemes; 

hen peeviſhneſs, and jealouſy, and pride, 

d int'reſt that can brother hearts divide, 

their imagin'd forms our eyeſight hit, 

an old maid, a poet, peer or cit; 

n then, you'llſay, philoſophy refrain, 

d check the torrent of each boiling vein?” 

s. She can till do more; view paſſion's ſlave 
ith mind ſerene, indulge him, and yet ſave, 


e hu 


But felf-conceit ſteps in, and witli ſtrict eye 
ans every man, and every man awry; 

at reigning paſſion, which, thro' every ſtage 
f life, ſtill haunts us with unceaſing rage, 

o quality ſo mean, but what can raiſe 

pme drudging driveling candidate for praiſe; 
en in the wretch, who wretches can deſpiſe, 
ill ſelf- conceit will finda time to riſe. 

| uintus ſalutes you with forbidding face; 

nd thinks, he carries his excuſe in lace: 

ou aſk, why Clodius bullics all he can ? 

lodius will tell you, he's a gentleman :: 
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4 AN ESSAY ON CONVERSATION: 
Myrtilla fttuts and ſhudders half the year, 
With a round cap, that ſhews a fine turn'd ear: 
The loweſt jeſt makes Delia laugh to death; 
Yet ſhe's no fool, ſhe has only handſome teeth. 
Ventoſo lulls, and ſcorns all humankind 


From the gilt coach with four lac'd flaves behind; 


Does all this pomp and ſtate proceed from merit, 
Mean thought! he deems it nobler to inherit: 
While fopling from ſome title draws his pride, 
Meanleſs, or infamous, or miſapply'd; 
Free-maſon, rake or wit, 'tis jult the ſame, 


The charm is hence, he has gain'd himſelf a nam: 


Yet, ſpite, of all the fools that pride has made, 
*Tis.not on man an uſcleſs burthen laid; 
Pride has ennobled ſome, and ſome diſgrac'd; 
It hurts not in itſelf, but as tis plac'd: 


When right, its view knows none but virtue's bound; 


When wrong, it ſcarcely looks one inch around. 
Mark! with what. care the fair one's critic eye 
Scans o'er her dreſs nor lets a fault ſtip by; 
Each rebel hair muſt de reduc'd to place 

With tedious ſkill, and tortur'd into grace; 
Betty muſt o'er and o'er the pins diſpoſe, 

Till into modiſh folds the drap'ry flows, 

And the whole. frame is fitted to expreſs 

The charms of decency and nakedneſs. 

Why all this art. this labour'd ornament? 

To captivate, you'll cry, no doubt, 'tis meant. 
True But let's wait upon this fair machine. 
From the lone cloſet to the ſocial ſcene; . 


ere view her loud, affected, ſcornful, ſour, 
aining all others, and herſelf ſtill more. 

hat means ſhe, at one inſtant to diſgrace, 

he labour of ten hours, her much-lov'd face? 
hy? 'tis the ſelf-ſame paſſion gratify'd; 

he work is ruin'd, that was rais'd, by pride. 


hind; 


rit, 


Yet of all tempers, it requires leaſt pain; 
ould we but rule ourſelves, to rule the vain; 

he prudent is by reaſon only ſway'd, 

ith him each ſentence and each word is weigh'd: 
he gay and giddy can alone be caught . 

y the quick luſtre of a happy thought; 

he miſer hates, unleſs he ſteals your pelf; 

he prodigal, unleſs you rob yourſelf; 

he lewd will ſhun you, if your wife prove chaſte; 
he jealous; if a ſmile on his be caſt; 

he ſteady or the whimſical will blame, 

ither, becauſe you're not, or are, the ſame; 

he peeviſh, ſullen, ſhrewd, luxurious, raſh, 

Will with your virtue, peace, or intereſt, claſh ;. 

But mark the proud man's price, how very low! 
Tis but a civil ſpeech, a ſmile, or bow. 


ans, 


Ye who; puſſiꝰd on by noble ardbur, aim 
a ſocial life to gain immertal fame, 
Obſerve the various paſſions of mankind, 

en' ral, peculiar; ſingle, or combin'da 

dw: youth: from-manhood' differs in its views; - 
\nd:hew. old age ſtill other paths purſues; 
A-3- 
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How zeal in Priſcus nothing more than heats, 
In Codex burns, and ruins all it meets; 

How freedom now a lovely tace ſhall wear, 
Now ſhock us in the likeneſs of a bear; 

How jealouſy in ſome reſembles hate, 

In others, ſeems but love grown delicate; 
How modeſty is often pride refin'd, 

And virtue but the canker of the mind; 

How love of riches, grandeur, life and fame, 


Wear diff'rent ſhapes, and yet are ſtill the ſame. 


But not our. paſſions only diſagree, . 

In taſte is found as great variety: 

Sylvius is raviſh'd when he hears a hound, 
His lady hates to death the odious ſound: 
Yet both love muſic, tho' in diff rent ways; 
He in a kenne], ſhe at opera's. 


A floriſt ſhall, perhaps, not grudge ſome hours, 


To view the colours in a bed.of flow'rs; 


Yet, ſhew him. TrriAx's workmanſhip divine, 


He paſſes on, and only cries, tis fine. 

A ruſty coin, an old worm- eaten poſt, 
The mouldy fragment of an author loſt, 
A butterfly, an equipage, a ſtar, 

A globe, a fine lac'd head, a china jar, - 
A miſtreſs, or a faſhion, that is new, 


Have each their charms, tho' felt but by a few. 


Then ſtudy each man's paſſions and his taſte, 
The firſt to ſoften, and indulge the laſt; . 


V.. 
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dt like the wretch, who beats down virtue's fence, 
d deviates from the paths of common ſenſe 

ho daubs with fulſom flatt'ry, blind and bold, 

he very weakneſs we with grief behold. 

aſſious are common to the fool and wiſe, 

nd all would hide them under art's diſguiſe: 

or ſo avow'd, in others, is their ſhame, 

one hates them more, than he who has the ſame.. 
ut taſte ſeems more peculiarly our own, 

nd every man is fond to make his known; 

roud of a mark he fancies is deſign'd- 

By nature to advance him o'er his kind; 

and where he ſees that character impreſs'd; 

Vith joy he hugs the favourite to his breaſt... 


But the main ſtreſs of all our eares muſt lie, 
o watch ourſelves with ſtrict and conſtant eye: 
o mark the working mind, when paſſions' courfe - 
Begins to ſwell; and reaſon till has force; 
Or, if ſhe's conquer'd by the ſtronger tide, 
Obſerve the moments when they firſt fubſide ;: 
For he who hopes a victory to win 
O'er other men, muſt with himſelf begin; 
Elſe, like a town by mutiny-oppreſs'd, 
He's ruin'd by the foe within his breaſt; - 
And they alone, who in themſelves oft vie w 
Man's image, know what method to purſue. 
All other creatures keep in beaten ways, 
lan only moves in an eternal maze: 
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He lives and dies, not tam'd by cultivation, 
The wretch of reaſon, and the dupe of paſſion: 
Curious of knowing, yet too proud to learn; 
More prone to doubt, than anxieus to diſcern; 
Tir'd with old doctrines, prejudic'd at new; 
Miſtaking ſtill the pleaſing for the true; 

Foe to reſtraints approv'd by general voice, 

Yet to each fool-born mode a ſlave by choice: 
Of reſt impatient, yet in love with eaſe; 

When moſt good-natur'd, aiming how to teaze: 
Diſdaining by the vulgar to be aw'd, 

Let never pleas d but when the fools applaud: 
By turns ſevere, indulgent, humble, vain; 

A trifle ſerves to loſe him or to gain. 


Then grant this trifle, yet his vices ſhun, 
Not like to CA ro or to CLI N IAS, ſon: 
This for each humour every ſhape could take, 
Even virtue's own, tho' not for virtue's ſake; 
At Athens rakiſh, thoughtleſs, full of fire, 
Severe at Sparta, as a Chartreux fryar; 

In Thrace, a bully, drunken, raſh and rude; 

In Aſia gay, effeminate and lewd;. 

While the rough Roman, virtue's rigid friend, 
Cou'd not, to ſave the cauſe he dy'd for, bend: 
In him 'twas-ſcarce an honour to be good, 

He more indulg'd a paſſion, than ſubdu'd. 

dee how the ſkilful lover ſpreads his toils, . 
When eager in purſuit of beauty's ſpoils 

** Alcibiades- 
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hold him bending at his idol's feet; 

mble, not mean; diſputing, and yet ſweet: 
rivalſhip not fierce, nor yet unmov'd; 

ithout a rival ſtudious to be lov'd; 

br ever chearful, tho not always witty; 

nd never giving cauſe for hate or pity : 

heſe are his arts, ſuch arts as muſt prevail, 
hen riches, birth, and beauty's ſelf will fail: 
nd what he does to gain a vuigar end, 

all we neglect, to make mankind our friend? 


Good ſenſe and learning may eſteem obtain z- 
lumour and wit a laugh, if rightly ta'en; 
air virtue admiration may inipart; 
ut tis good-nature only wins the heart: 
t molds the body to an ealy grace, 
And brightens every feature of 'the face: 
t ſmooths th' unpoliſh'd tongue with eloquence, 
And adds perſuaſion to the fineſt ſenſe. 
et this, ke every diſpoſition, has 
ixt bounds, o'er which it never ought to paſs; 
Yhen ſtretch'd too fur, its honour dies away, 
ts merit ſinks, and all its charms decay; 
Among the good it meets with no applauſe, 
nc-to its ruin the malicious draws: 
ſlave to all, who force it, or entice, 
It falls by chance in virtue or in vice. 
Tis rue, in pity for the poor it bleeds, 
t cloathes the naked, and the hungry feeds; 
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It chears the ſtranger. nay, its foc defends, 
But then as oft it injures its beſt friends. 


Study with care politneſs, that muſt teach 
The modiſh forms of geſture and of ſpeech; 

In vain formali.y, with matron mien, 

And pertneſs, apes her with familiar grin; 

They againſt nature for applauſcs ſtrain, 

- Diſtort themſelves, and give all others pain: 

She moves with caſy, tho' with meaſur'd pace, 

And ſhews no part of ſtudy. but the grace. 

Yet ev'n by this man is but half refin d, 

Unleſs philoſophy ſubdues the mind : 

"Tis but a varniſh tha! is quickly loſt, 

Whene'er the ſoul in paſſion's fea is toſt: 


Wou'd you both pleaſe and be inſtructed too; 


Watch well, the rage of ſhining to ſubdue; , 
Hear every man upon his favourite theme, 

And ever be more knowing than you ſeem. 
The loweſt genius will afford ſome light, 

Or give a hint that had eſcap'd your fight. 
Doubt, till he thinks you-on conviction yield, 
And with fit queſtions let each pauſe be fill'd; 


And the moſt knowing will with pleaſure grant, 


You're rather much-reſerv'd, than ignorant. 


The rays of wit gild whereſoe'er they ſtrike, 


But are not therefore fit for all alike; 
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They charm the lively, but the grave offend, 
nd raiſe a foe as often as a friend; 

ike the reſiſtleſs beams of blazing light, 

That chear the ſtrong, and pain the weakly ſight. 
f a bright fancy therefore be your ſhare, 

Let judgment watch it with a guardian's care: 
Tis like a torrent apt to overflow, 

Unleſs by conſtant government kept low ; 

and ne'er inefficaciaus paſſes by, 

But overturns or gladdens all that's nigh. 

Or elſe, like trees, when ſuffer'd wild to ſhoot, 
That put forth much, but all unripen'd fruit; 

t turns to affectation and grimace, 

As like to wit, as dullneſs is to grace. 


How hard ſoe'er it be to bridle wit, 
* Yet mem' cy oft no leſs requires the bit: 
( How many, hurried by its force away, 
For ever in the land of goſſips ſtray ? 
Uſurp the province of the nurſe to lull, 
Without her privilege to being dull ? 
Tales upon tales they raiſe ten ſtories high, 
Without regard to uſe or ſymmetry : 
So R „till his deſtin'd ſpace is fill'd, 
2 Heaps bricks on bricks, and fancies tis to build. 
A ſtory ſhould, to pleaſe, at leaſt ſeem true, 
Be a propos, well told. conciſe, and new; 
And whenſoc'er it deviates from theſe rules, 


The wiſc will Nleep, and kave applauſe to fools, 
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But others, more intolerable yet, 

The waggeries, that they've ſaid, or heard, repes 
Heavy by mem'ry made, and what's the worſt, 
At ſecond-hand as often as at firſt. m 
And can even patience hear, without diſdain, 
The maiming regiſtcr of ſenſe once ſlain? 
While the dull features, big with archneſs, ſtrive 
In vain, the forc'd half-ſmile to keep alive. or 


- 


Some know no joy like what a word can railc, 
Haul'd thro'a language's perplexing maze on 
Till-on a mate, that ſeems t'agree, they light, 
Like man and wife, that ſtill are oppoſite; 
Not lawyers-at the bar play more with ſenſe, 
When brought to the laſt trope of eloquence, 
Than they on ev'ry ſubject, great or ſmall, 
At clubs, or councils, at a church, or ball; 
Then cry we rob them of their tribute due! 
Alas! how can we laugh and pity too? 


While others to extremes as wild will run, 
And with ſour face anatomize a,pun 

When the briſk glaſs to freedom does entice, 
And rigid wiſdom is a kind of vice. 

But let not ſuch grave fops your laughter ſpoil; 
Ne'er frown where ſenſe may innocently ſmile. 


Cramp not your language into logic rules, 
To Roſtrums leave the pedantry of ſchools; 
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or let your learning always be diſcern'd, 

t chooſe to ſeem judicious more than learn'd. 

uoteſeldom, and then let it be, at leaſt, 

pme fact that's prov'd, or thought that's well ex- 
preſs'd. | 

ut leſt, diſguis'd, your eye it ſhould eſcape, 

now, pedantry can put on ev'ry ſhape ; 

or when we deviate into terms of art, 

nleſs conſtrain'd, we act the pedant's part. 

r if we're ever in the ſelf-ſame key, 

o matter of what kind the ſubject be, 

om laws of nations down to laws of dreſs, 

r ſtateſmen have their cant, and belles no leſs. 

s good, hear B——y diftate on epiſtles, 

r B—rm—n comment on the Graecian whiſtles; 

s old Obeſus preach upon his belly, 

Phileunucha rant on Farinelli; 

irtilla read a lecture on a fan, 

W ſet forth the praiſe of Kouli- Kan. 


rive 


* 


But, above all things, raillery decline, 
ature but few does for that taſk deſign; 

is in the ableſt hand a dang'rous tool, 

t never fails to wound the meddling fool : 
or all muſt grant, it needs no common art 
o keep men patient, when we make them ſmart, 
ot wit alone, nor hamovr's ſelf, will do, 

itliout good nature, and much prudence too, 

o judge aright of perſons, place, and time; 

or taſte decrees whet's low, and what's ſublime : 
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And what might charm to-day, or o'er a glala, 
Perhaps at court, or next day wou'd not paſs, 
Then leave to low buffoons, by cuſtom bred, 
And form'd by nature to be kick'd and fed, 
The vulgar and unenvied taſk, to hit, 

All perſons right or wrong with random wit. 
Our wiſe forefathers, born in ſober days, 
Reſign'd to fools the tart and witty phraſe; b 
The motley coat gave warning for the jeſt, 
Excus'd the wound, and ſanctify'd the peſt: 
But we from high to low all ſtrive to ſneer, 
Will all be wits, and not the livery wear. 


Of all the qualitics that help to raiſe 
In men the univerſal voice of praiſe, 
Whether in pleafure or in uſe they end, 
There's none that can with modeſty contend. WW, if 
Tis a tranſparent veil, that helps the ſight, * 
And lets us look on merit with delight: 


D 21 
In others, tis a kindly light, that ſeems ies 
To gild the worſt defects with borrow'd beam g. 
Yet, tis but little that its form be caught, ſuch 
Unleſs its origin be firſt in thought: _ \me 
Elſe rebel nature will reveal the cheat, nd v 
Andthe whole work of art at once defeat. hat ! 

et ſt. 

Hold forth upon yourſelf on no pretence, or 

Unleſs invited, or in ſelf-defence ; incer 
The praiſe you take, altho' it be your due, e of 


Will be ſuſpeRed, if it come from you: 
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each man, by experience taught, can tell 

y ſtrong a flatterer does within him dwell: 
if to ſelf· condemning you incline, 

ober ſadneſs, and without deſign, 

r ſome will lily arrogate a vice, 

at from exceſs of virtue takes its rife) 

world cries.out, why does he hither come? 
him do penance for his fins at home. 


vit. 


o part of conduct aſks ſor ſkill more nice, 
o“ none more common, than to give advice: 
ſers themſelves in this will not be ſaving, 
leſs their knowledge makes it worth the having. 
jd where's the wonder, when we will obtrude 
i uſeleſs gift, it meets ingratitude ? 
un then, unaſk'd, this arduous taſk to try; 
t if conſulted, uſe ſincerity : 
do ſacred is the welfare of a friend, 
o give it up for any ſelfiſh end. 
t uſe one caution, ſift him o'er and o'er, 
find if all be not reſolv'd before. 
ſuch the caſe, in ſpite of all his art, 
me word will give the ſoundings of his heart; 
nd why ſhou'd vou a bootlefs freedom uſe, 
N hat ſerves him not, and may his freindſhip loſe ? 
et {till on truth beſtow this mark of love, 
'3 er to commend the thing you cau't approve. 
ncerity has ſuch reſiſtleſs char ms, 
e oft the fierceſt of our foes en 
| B3 
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No art ſhe knows, in native whiteneſs dreſs'd, 
Her thoughts all pure, and therefore all expreſs'd: 
She takes ſrom error its deformity, | 
And without her, all other virtues die 

Bright ſource of goodneſs! to my aid deſcend, 
Watch o'er my heart, and all my words attend : 
If ſtill thou deign to ſet thy foot below, 

Among a race quite poliſh'd into ſhow, 

Oh! ſave me ſrom the jilt's diſſembling art, 
Who grants to all, all ſavours, but her heart; 
Prevents the end of charming, for the fame; 

To fan her buſineſs, to deceive her aim: 

She ſmiles on this man, tips the wink on that, 
Gives one a ſqueeze, another a kind pat; 

Now jogs a foot, now whiſpers in an ear; 

Here ſlips a letter, and their caſts a leer; 

Till the kind thing, the company throughout, 
Diſtributes all itspretty ſelf about; | 
While all are pleas'd, and wretched ſoon or late, 
All but the wiſe, who ſce and ſhun the bait. 


Yet if, as complaiſance requires to do, 
And rigid virtue ſometimes will allow, 
You ſtretch the truth in favour of a friend, 
Be ſure it ever aim at ſome good end; 

To cheriſh growing virtue, vice to ſhame, 
And turn to noble views the love of fame : 
And not, like fawning paraſites, unaw'd 
By ſenſe or truth, be ev'ry paſſion's bawd, 
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Be rarely warm in cenſure, or.in praiſe; 

ew men deſerve our paſſion either ways: 

or half the world but floats 'twixt good and ill. 
\; chance diſpoſes objects, theſe the will; 

Tis but a ſee-ſaw game, where virtue now 
lounts above vice, and then finks dowu as low. 
beſides the wiſe (till hold it for a rule, 

o truſt that judgment moſt, that ſeems moſt cool: 
or all that riſes to hyperbole, 

roves that we err, at leaſt in the degree. 

ut if your temper to extremes ſhould lead, 
Always upon th' indulging hide exceed; 

or tho to blame moſt lend a willing ear, 

et hatred ever will attend on fear; 
And when a neighbour's dwelling blazes out, 

'he world will think 'tis time to look abour. 


Let not the curious from your boſom ſteal 
ecrets, where prudence ought to ſet her ſeal; 
et be ſo frank and plain, that at one view, 

other things, each man may ſee you thro' : 
or if the maſk of policy you wear, 
ne honeſt hate you, and the cunning fear. 


Wou'd you be well receiv'd where-e'er you go, 

demember, each man vanquiſh'd is a foe. 

eſiſt not, therefore, with your utmoſt might, 

let the weakeſt think he's ſometimes right; 
B3 
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He, for each triumph you ſhall thus decline, 
Shall give ten opportunities to ſhine : te 
He ſees, ſince once you own'd him to excel, 
That 'tis his intereſt you ſhou'd reaſon well; 

And tho' when roughly us'd, he's full of choler, 
As bluſtering B—y to a brother ſcholar, 

Yet, by degrees, inure him to ſubmit, 

He's tame, and in his mouth receives the bit. 

But chiefly againſt trifling conteſts guard, 

"Tis here ſubmiſſion ſeems to man moſt hard: 

Nor imitate that reſolute old fool ®, 

Who undertook to kick againſt his mule. 

But thoſe who will not by inſtruction learn 
How fatal trifles prove, let ſtory warn, | 
Panthus and Euclio, link'd by friendſhip's tie, 
Liv'd each for each, as each for each wou'd die; 
Like objects pleas'd them, and like objects pain'd; 
Twas but one ſoul that in two bodies reign'd. 
One night, as uſual twas their nights to paſs, 
They ply'd the cheerful, but ſtill temp'rate glaſs, 
When lo! a doubt is rais'd about a word: 

A doubt that muſt be ended by the ſword : 

One falls a victim, mark, O man, thy ſhame, 
Recauſe their gloſſaries were not the ſame. 

Cou'd Ba—l—y's ſelf more tenderneſs have ſhown 
For his two tomes of words, tho' half his own ? 


For what remains or failings without end, But | 
Morals muſt ſome, and ſome the laws muſt mend. {Wha 
; Cteſipho. Ty | 


AN ESSAY ON CONVERSATION, 19 
hile others in ſuch monſtrous forms appear, 
 tongue-ty'd ſourneſs, ſly ſuſpicion's leer, 
ee-filted rudeneſs, dropſical pretence, © /, 

oteus' caprice, and elbowing inſolence; 

o caution to avoid them they demand, 

ke wretches branded by the hangman's hand. 


If faith to ſome philoſophers be giv'n, 
an, that great lord of earth, that heir of heav'n, 
vage at firſt, inhabited the wood, 

nd ſcrambled with his fellow-brutes for food : 

o ſocial home he knew, no friendſhip's tie, 

Ifiſh in good, in ill without ally; 

ill ſome in length of time, of ſtronger nerve, 

nd greater cunning, forc'd the reſt to ſerve 

ne common purpoſe, and, in nature's ſpite, 

rought the whole jarring ſpecies to unite, 

ut might we not with equal reaſon ſay, 

hat ev'ry ſingle particle of clay, 

Vhich forms our body, was at firſt deſign'd 

0 lie for ever from the reſt disjoin'd ? 

an this be ſaid, and can it be allow'd 

was with its powers for no one end endow'd? 
ſo; we own that man, at firſt, by art 

as ſooth'd to act in ſocial life a part. 

is true, in ſome the ſeeds of diſcord ſeem 

To contradict this all-uniting ſcheme ; 

ut that no more hurts nature's general courſe, 
{han matter found with a repelling force. 
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Turn we a while on lonely man our eyes, t C 
And ſee what frantick ſcenes of folly riſe : * 
In ſome dark monaſtery's gloomy cells, * 
Where formal ſelf - preſuming virtue dwells, ne 
Bedoz d with dreams of grace -diſtilling caves, its 


Of holy puddles, unconſuming graves, 

Of animated plaiſter, wood, and ſtone, 
And mighty cures by ſainted ſinners done. 
Permit me, muſe, ſtill farther to explore, 
And turn the leaves of ſuperſtition o'er; 
Where wonders upon wonders ever grow, 
Chaos of zeal and blindneſs, mirth and woe; 
Viſions of devils into monkeys turn'd, 
That hot from hell roar at a finger burn'dy 


+ Bottles of precious tears that ſaints have wept, on 
jAnd breath a thouſand years in phials kept: ne 
$ Sun- beams ſent down to prop one friar's ſtaff, The 
And hell broke looſe to make another laugh; Ano 
** Obedient fleas, and 4+ ſuperſtitious mice; Bec 
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St. Dominick, vide Janſenius (Nie.) 

+ Of our Saviour and others, vide Ferrand. 
, 4 Of Joſeph, vide Molinaem. 

§st. Cathro's, vide Colganum. 

St. Anthony. 

* * Vide life of St. Colman by Colganus. 
+7 The fame life by the fame author. 
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Confeſſing wolves, and 55 ſanctifying lice; 
Letters and houſes by an angel carried; 
„And, wondrous! virgin nuns to Jzsvs married, 
)ne monk, not knowing how to ſpend his time, 
its down to find out ſome unheard-of crime; 
ncreaſes the large catalogue of ſins, 

And where the ſober finiſh, there begins. 

Df death eternal his decree is paſt, 

or the firſt crime, as fix'd as for the laſt. 

Vhile that, as idle, and as pious too, 

ompounds with falſe religion for the true; 

e, courtly uſher to the bleſt abodes, 

Veighs all the niceties of forms and modes; 

and makes the rugged paths ſo ſmooth and even, 
one but an ill-bred man can miſs of heav'n, 

Dne heav'n- inſpir'd invents a frock, or hood: 
The taylor now cuts out, and men grow good. 
another quits his ſtockings, breeches, ſhirt, 
hecauſe he fancics virtue dwells with dirt: 

Vhile all concur to take away the ſtreſs 

rom weightier points, and Jay it on the leſs, 


t Vide ſpeculum vitae ſancti Franciſci. 

$9 St. Munnu gathered thoſe that dropt from him, 
nd put them in their places again, vide Act. Sancto- 
um, 
From St. Firman to St. Columba, vide Colganum 
hapel of Loretto. 
Maria de la viſitation, vide her life by Luſinam. 
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Anxious each paltry relique to preſerve 

Of him whoſe hungry friends they leave to ſtarve, 

Harraſs'd by watchings, abſtinence, and chains; 

Stranger to joys, familiar grown with pains; 

To all the means of virtue they attend 

With ſtricteſt care, and only miſs the end. 

Can ſcripture teach us, or can ſenſe perſuade, 

That man for ſuch employments e'er was made? 

Far be that thought! but let us now relate 

A character as oppoſite, as great, | 

In him, who living gave to Athens fame, 

And, by his death, immortaliz'd her ſhame. 

Great ſcourge of ſophiſts! he from heav'n brought 
down, 

And plac'd true wiſdom on th' uſurper's throne ; 

Ph:loſopher in all things, but pretence; 

He taught what they neglected, common ſenſe. 

They o'er the ſtiff Lyceum form'd to rule; 

He, o'er mankind; all Athens was his ſchool. 

The ſober tradeſman, and ſmart petit-maitre, 

Great lords, and wits, in their own eyes ſtill greater, 

With him grew wiſe; unknowing they were taught; 

He ſpoke like them, tho' not like them he thought: 

Nor wept, nor laugh'd, at man's perverted ſtate; 

But left to women this, to ideots that. 

View him with ſophiſts fam'd for fierce conteſt, 

Or crown'd with roſes at the jovial feaſt; 

Inſulted by a peeviſh, noiſy wife; 

Or at the bar foredoomꝭ d to loſe his life; 
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What moving words flow from his artleſs tongue, 
Sublime with eaſe, with condeſcenfion ſtrong ! 

Yet ſcorn'd to flatter vice, or virtue blame; 

Nor chang'd to pleaſe, but pleas'd becauſe the ſame ; 
The ſame by friends carefs'd, by foes withſtood, 
Still unaffeRed, cheerful, mild, and good. 

Behold one pagan, drawn in colours faint, 
Outſhine ten thouſand monks, tho' each a ſaint! 


Here let us fix our foot, hence take our view, 
And learn to try falſe merit by the true, 
We ſee, when reaſon ſtagnates in the brain, 
The dregs of fancy cloud its poreſt vein; 
But circulation betwixt mind and mind 
Extends its courſe, and renders it refin'd. ; 
When warm with youth we tread the flow'ry way, 
All nature charms, and ev'ry ſcene looks gay; 
Each object gratifies each ſenſe in turn, 
Whilſt now for rattles. now for nymphs we burr; 
Enſlav'd by friendſhip's or by love's ſoft ſmile, 
We ne'er ſuſpect, becauſe we mean no guile ; 
Till, Auſh'd with hope from views of paſt ſucceſs, 
We lay on ſome main trifle all our ſtreſs; 
When lo! the miſtreſs or the friend betrays, 
And the whole fancied cheat of life diſplays: 
Stunn'd with an ill that from ourſelves aroſe; 
For inſtinct rul'd, when reaſon ſhould have choſe 
We fly for comfort to ſome lonely ſcene, 
Victims henceforth of dirt, and drink, and ſpleen, 
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But let no obſtacles, that croſs our views, 
Pervert our talents from their deſtin'd uſe : 
For, as upon life's hill we upwards preſs, 
Our views will be obſtructed leſs and leſs. 
Be all falſe delicacy far away, 
Leſt it from nature lead us quite aſtray ; 
And for th' imagin'dvice of human race, 
Deſtroy our virtue, or our parts debaſe: 
Since God with reaſon joins to make us own, 8 
That 'tis not good for man to be alone. 
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ALLUS ON TO HORACE. 


Ego, apis Matinae 

More, modoque, &c. Lib. iv, Od. ii.; 

\-M1D the garden's fragrance laid, 

Where youder limes behold their ſhade. 

Along the glaſſy ſtream, 

ith Honace and his tuneful eaſe 

ll reſt from crouds, and care's diſeaſe, 
And ſummer's piercing beam. 


hold the buſy, wand'ring Bee! 


rom bloom to bloom, from tree to tree iN 
She ſweeps mellifluous dews; N 

or her the ſilken gems ariſe, ihe 

or her diſplay their ſhining dyes, 4 


Their balmy breath diffuſe. 
C2. 
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Sweet murmurer! may no rude ſtorm 
This pleaſurable ſcene deform . 
To check thy gladſome toils; 
Still may the buds unſullied ſpring, 
Still how'rs and ſunſhine court thy wing 
| To theſe ambroſial ſpoils, 


Nor ſhall my Muſe hereafter fail 
Her fellow lab'rer thus to hail, 
And lucky be the ſtrains! - 
For long ago did nature frame 
Your ſeaſans and your arts the ſame, 
Your pleaſures and your pains, 


Like thee, in lowly, ſylvan ſcenes, 
And. #iver-banks and fruitful greens-. 
Delights my vagrant ſong; 
Nor ſtrives by ſoaring high in air, 
Tho' ſwans and eagles triumph there, 
To draw the giddy throng. 


Nor where the raven, where the owl - 

By night their hateful orgies howl, 
Will ſhe her cares imploy ; 

But flies ſrom ruins and-from graves, 

From ghoſtly cells and monkiſh caves 
To day-light and to joy. 


Nor will ſhe tempt the barren waſte; . 
Nor deigns th' ungrateful ſtores to taſte. 
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Of any anxious thing; 

But leaves with ſcorn to others' uſe 

The bitter hemlock's baneful juice, 

R The nettle's ſordid ſting. 


From all which nature faireſt knows, 
The vernal blooms, the ſummer roſe, 

| She draws her mingled wealth; 
And when the lovely taſk is done, 


$he conſecrates a double boon, 
JI To pleaſure and to health, 


= 
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O D E . 


ON THE WINTER-SOLSTICE, 
M. DCC. XL. 


He radiant ruler of the year 
At length his wintry goal attains, 
Soon to reverſe the long career, 
And northward bend his golden reins. 


Prone on PoTos1's haughty brow bot! 
His fiery ſtreams inceſſant flow, And 
Ripening the ſilver's ductile ſtores; Nou 
While, in the cavern's hogrid ſhade, To-r 
The panting Indian hides his head, The 
And oft th' approach of eve explores. Be la 
Yet | 
But lo, on this deſerted coaſt And 
How faint the light! how thick the air! All! 
Lo, arm'd with whirlwind, bail and froſt, Alre 
Fierce winter deſolates the year. 
The fields reſign their chearful blooms- 0 fo 
No more the breezcs waft perſume, Con! 
No more the warbling waters roll: How 
Defarts of ſnow fatigue the eye, Shou 
Black ſtorms involve the louring ſæy, How 


And gloomy damps oppreſs the ſoul, Tha! 
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Now thro' the town promiſcuous throngs 
Urge the warm bowl and ruddy fire; 
Harmonious dances, feſtive fongs, 

o charm the midnight hours conſpire. 

| While mute and ſhrinking with her fears, 

Each blaſt the cottage-matron hears | 
As o'er the hearth ſhe fits alone : 
At morn her bridegroom went abroad; 
The night is dark and deep the road; 
She ſighs and wiſhes him at home. 


But thou, my lyre, awake, ariſe, 

And hail the ſun's remoteſt ray; 

Now, now he climbs the northern ſkies, * 
To-morrow nearer than to-day. 

Then louder howl the ſtormy waſte, 

Be land and ocean worſe defac'd, 

Yet brighter hours are en the wing; 

And fancy thro' the wintry glooms, 

All freſh with dews and opening blooms, . 
Already hails th* emerging ſpring. 


0 fountain of ihe golden day! 

Conld mortal vows but urge thy ſpeed, 
How ſoon before thy vernal ray 

Should each unkindly damp recede! 
How ſoon each hov'ring tempeſt fly, 
That now fermenting loads the ſky, 


2% ODES ON SEVERAL SUBJECTS. . 
Prompt on our heads to burſt amain, 

To rend the foreſt from the ſteep, 

Or thund'ring o'er the Baltic deep 

To whelm the merchants hopes of gain! 


| But let not man's unequal views 

, Preſume on nature and her laws; 

| *Tis his with grateful joy to uſe 

| Th' indulgence of the ſov'reign cauſe; | 
Me Secure that health and beauty ſprings . 
it Thro* this majeſtic frame of things 
Beyond what he can reach to know, 
And that heav'n's all-ſubduing will, 

in With good the progeny of ill, | 


1 Attempers every ſtate below. 

| ih How pleaſing wears the wintry night, 

* Spent with the old illuſtrious dead! | 

[ While, by the taper's trembling light, and 
# I ſeem thoſe awful courts to tread he 
> Where chiefs and legiſlators lie, her 
4 Whoſe triumphs move before my eye And 

* ö With every laurel freſh diſplay'd; her 
bt While charm'd I taſte th' lonian ſong, . | and 
= Or bend to Pra ro's godlike tongue vi 
W Rcſounding thro! the olive ſhade. old 

And 

W But if the gay, well-natur'd friend he 


Bids leave the ſtudious page awhile, 
| Then eaſier joys the ſoul unbend 
And teach the brow a ſofter ſmile; -_ 


Then while the genial glaſs is paid 
By each to her, that faireſt maid, 

'hoſe radiant eyes his hapes obey, 
What lucky vows his boſom warm! 
Vhile abſence heightens every charm, _ 
And love invokes returning Mar, 


ſay! thou delight of heav'n and earth, 
Vhen will thy happy morn ariſc? 


Reſlore Lvcinva to my eyes? 
here while ſhe walks the wonted grove, 
he ſeat of muſic and of love, 
Pright as the one primaeval fair, 
Thither, ye Glver-ſounding lyres, 
Thither, gay ſmiles and young deſires, 
haſte hope and mutual faith repair. 


and if believing:love can read 
he wonted ſoftneſs in her eye, 
hen ſhall my fears, O charming maid, 
and every pain of abſence die: 

hen ofter to thy name attun'd, 

and riſing to diviner ſound, = 

I''ll wake the free HorAaT1an ſong: 
id TyNe ſhall liſten to my tale, 

and Ecno, down the bord'ring vale, 
he liquid melody prolong. 
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hen the dear place which gave her birth 
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O D E III. Mali 


AGAINST SUSPICION. 


O rLY! 'tis dire SUSPICION'S mien; 
And, meditating plagues unſeen, 
The ſorc'reſs hither bends: 
Behold her torch in gall imbrucd; 
Behold her garments drop with blood 
Of lovers and of friends.. 


Fly far! already in your eyes. 

I ſee a pale ſuffuſion riſe; þ Whe 
And ſoon thro' every vein, Or 1 

Soon will her ſecret venom ſpread, 

And all your heart, and all your head 


Imbibe the potent ſtain. But 
; ; Whi 
Then come the hours of ſhame and fear; 
Then hints of horror ſeize your car; Com 
While gleams of loſt delight The 


Raiſe the deep diſcord of the brain, 


As lighr'ning ſhines along the main 


Thro' whirlwinds and thro! night. Thr 


No more can faith or candor move; 
But each ingenuous deed of love 
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Which once you would applaud, 

Now, ſmiling o'er her dark diſtreſs, 

Malignant fancy longs to dreſs 

Like injury and fraud. 


Farewel to virtue's peaceful times! 

For ſoon you'll ſtoop to act the crimes 
You thus can ſtoop to fear: 

When vice begins her ugly train 

With wrongs of ſuch unmanly ftatn, - 
What horrors form the rear! 


'Tis thus, to work her baleful pow'r, 
SUSPICION waits the ſullen hour 
Of fretfulneſs and ſtrife, 
When care th' infirmer boſom wrings, 
Or Eukus ſhakes his gloomy wings 
To damp the ſeats of life. 


But come, forſake the ſcene unbleſt, 

Which firſt beheld your candid breaſt, 
To groundleſs fears a prey; 

Come, where with my prevailing lyre 

The ſkies, the ſtreams, the groves conſpire 
To charm your doubts away. 


Thron'd in the ſun's deſcending car, 
What pow'r unſeen diffuſes far 
This tenderneſs of mind! 
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What Genius ſmiles on every flood ? 
What God, in whiſpers from the wood, 
Bids every heart be kind? 


1 O thou, whate'er thy awful name, 
. Whoſe breath awak' d th' immortal flamie 
That moves my active veins; ' 
Thou, who by fair affection's ties 
Halt doubled all my future joys, 


. | And half difarm'd my pains; 
. . 
. Let univerſal CAN Dos till, 


Clear as yon heav n- xeflecting rill, 
Preſerve my open mind; 
Nor 11s, nor THAT man's crooked. views, 
7 One mean or cruel doubt infuſe 
8 To injure human kind, 


10 A 
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C 


To A GENTLEMAN WHOSE MIsTRESS HAD MAR 
RIED AN OLD Max. 


NDEED, my PHAEDRLA, if to find 
That gold a female's vow can gain, 
f this had e'er diſturb'd your mind, 
Or coſt one ferious moment's pain, 
ſhould have ſaid that all the rules 
You learnt of moraliſts and ſchools, 
Vere very uſeleſs, very vain. 


Yet I perhaps miſtake the caſe ; 

and tho' with this heroic air, 

ike one that holds a nobler chace, 
You ſeem the lady's loſs to bear, 

Perhaps your hcart bely'd your tongue, 
ind thinks my cenſure mighty wrong 
To count it ſuch a flight affair. 


When HEsexx gilds the ſhaded ſky, 
low-wandering thro' the well-known grove, 
ethinks I ſee you caſt your eye 

Back to the morning-ſcenes of love: 

er tender look, her graceful way, 

The pretty things you heard her ſay, 

\lrcſh your ſtruggling fancy move. 

D 
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Then tell me, is your ſoul intire ? 
Does wiſdom calmly hold her throne ? 
Then can you queſtion each deſire, 
Bid this remain, and that begone? 

No tear half-ſtarting from your eye? 
No kindling bluſh you know not why ? 
No ſtealing ſigh or ſtiſſed groan ? 


Away with this unmanly meod! 

See where the hoary churl appears, 
Whoſe hand hath ſeiz'd the fav'rite good 
Which you reſerv'd for happier years: 
While ſide by fide the bluſhing maid 
Shrinks from his viſage half-afraid, 
Spite of the ſickly joys ſhe wears. 


Ye guardian powers of love and fame, 
This chaſte, harmonious pair behold; 
And thus reward the generous flame 
Of all who barter vows for gold. 

O bloom of youth and opening charms 
Well-buried in a dotard's arms! 

O worthy price of beauty ſold! 


Ceaſe then to gaze, unthankful boy ; 
Let, let her go, the venal fair! 
Unworthy ſhe to give you joy; 
Then wherefore ſhould ſhe give you care? 
Lay, lay your myrtle garland down, 
And let the willow's virgin crown 
With happier omens bind your hair. 


* 
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0 juſt eſcap'd the faithleſs main, 

ho! driven unwilling on the land! 

o guide your favour'd ſteps again, 
Behold your better genius ſtand : 

Where PLaTo's olive courts your eye, 
Where HampzN's laurel blooms on high, 
He lifts his heaven-direRed hand. 


When theſe are blended on your brow, 
The willow will be nam'd no more; 
Or if that love-deſerted bough 

The pitying, laughing girls deplore, 
Yet ſtili (hall 1 meſt freely ſwear, 
Your dreſs has much a better air 
Than all that ever bridegroom wore, 


4⁰ 
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V. M 


HYMN TO CHEARFULNESS, 


Th 
THE AUTBOR SICK, It 
W. 
ow thick the ſhades of evening cloſe! Ar 
How pale the {ky with weight of ſnows! Th 
Haſte, light the tapers, urge the fire, He 
And bid the joyleſs day retire! Le 
Alas in vain I try within Th 
To raiſe the dull, dejected ſcene, We 
While rouz'd by grief theſe fiery pains Bet 
Tear the frail texture of my veins; An 
While winter's voice, that ſtorms around, But 
And yon deep death-bell's groaning ſound WI 
Renew my mind's oppreſſive gloom, All 
*Till ſtarting horror ſhakes the room! Thi 
Wh 
Is there in nature no kind power An 
To ſooth affliction's lonely hour? Th 
To blunt the edge of dire diſeaſe, An 
And teach theſe wintry ſhades to pleaſe ? An 
Come, CugARTUINESss, triumphant fair, The 
Shine thro' the painful cloud of care; 
O ſweet of language, mild of mien, ; 
O virtue's friend and pleaſure's queen! To 
Aſwage the flames that burn my breaſt, — 


Attune my jarring thoughts to reſt; 
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And while thy gracious gifts I feel, 
My ſong ſhall all thy praiſe reveal. 


As once ('twas in AsTRAEA's reign) 
The vernal powers renew'd their train, 
It happen'd that immortal Love 
Was ranging thro' the ſpheres above, 
And downward hither caſt his eye 
The year's returning pomp to ſpy, 
He ſaw the radiant God of day 
Lead round the globe the roſy Mar; 
The fragrant Airs and genial Hours 
Were ſhedding round him dews and flowers; 
Before his wheels Aurora paſt, 
And Hesrek's golden lamp was laſt. 
But, faireſt of the blooming throng, 
When HEALTH majeſtic mov'd along 
All gay with ſmiles, to ſee below 
The joys which from her preſence flow, 
While earth inliven'd hears her voice, 
And fields, and flocks, and ſwains rejoice; 
Then mighty Love her charms confeſs'd, 
And ſooh his yows inclin'd her breaſt, 
And, known from that auſpicious morn, 
The pleaſing CugarruLNEss was born. 


Thou, CuzarruLness, by heaven deſign'd 
To rule the pulſe that moves the mind, 
Whatever fretful paſſion ſprings, 

Whatever chance or nature brings 
D 3 
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To ſtrain the tuneful poize within, Yet 
And diſarrange the ſweet machine, | Can 
Thou, goddeſs, with a maſter-hand Exa 
Doſt each attemper'd key command, Inſt 
Refine the ſoft and ſwell the ſtrong, Wit 
Till all is concord, all is ſong. An 

Fair guardian of domeſtic life, ] 


Beſt baniſher of home-bred ſtrife, 

Nor ſullen lip, nor taunting eye 
Deform the ſcene where thou art by: 
No ſickening huſband damns the hour 
That bound his joys to female power; 
No pining mother weeps the cares 
That parents waſte on hopeleſs heirs : 
Th' officious daughters pleas'd attend; 
The brother riſes to the friend: 

By thee their board with flowers is crown'd, 
By thee with ſongs their walks refound, 
By thee their ſprightly mornings ſhine, 
And evening-hours in peace decline. 


Behold the youth, whoſe trembling heart 
Beats high with love's unpitied ſmart; 
Tho' now he ſtrays by rills and bowers, 
And weeping wears the lonely hours, 

Or, if the nymph her audience deign, 
Shames the ſaft ſtory of his pain 
With laviſh looks, diſcolour'd eyes, 
Aud accents faltering into ſighs; 


Yet thou, auſpicious power, with eaſe, 
Can'ſt yield him happier arts to pleaſe, 
Exalt his mien to manlier charms, 
Inſtruct his tongue with nobler arms, 
With more commanding paſſion move, 
And teach the dignity of love. 


Friend to the Muſe and all her train, 
For thee I court the Muſe again; 
And may the motive lay diſcloſe 
How much to thy fair aid ſhe owes! 
Sce, when thy touch reveals her mine, 
How pure the ſtores of fancy ſhine! 
Hark, when thy breath her ſong impells, 
How full the tuneful current ſwells 
Let melancholy's plaintive tongue 
Inſtru the nigktly ſtrains of Y——; 
But thine was HomEeR's ancient might, 
And thine victorious PiN DAR“s flight: 
Thy myrtles crown'd the * Leſbian meads; 
Thy voice awak'd + Sicilian reeds; 
Thy breath perfumes the 4 Teian roſe, 
And Tibur's vine ſpontaneous flows 
While Honk Ace wantons in thy quire; 
The Gods and heroes of the lyre. 


nn 


ODES ON SEVERAL SUBJECTS. 


43 


* ALCAEUS and Sarrno. 
1 TnrocriTus, 
+ ANACKEON, 
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See where the pale, the ſickening ſage 


(A prey perhaps to fortune's rage, 
Perhaps by tender griefs oppreſs'd, 
Or glooms congenial to his breaſt) 
Retires in deſert-ſcenes to dwell, 
And bids the joyleſs world farewell. 


Alone he treads th' autumnal ſhade, 0 

Alone beneath the mountain laid, If rig 
44 He ſees the nightly damps ariſe, If eq: 
| | And gathering ſtorms involve the ſkies; Still! 
14 He hears the neighb'ring ſurges roll, Still 
. And raging thunders ſhake the pole; nd 
1 Then, ſtruek by every object round, But n 
17 And ſtunn'd by every horrid ſound, On fi 
l He pants to traverſe nature's ways: and 
ll His evils haunt him thro' the maze: o fe 
14 He veiws ten thouſand daemons riſe Or, 
8 To wield the empire of the ſkies, Purſi 
$ And chance and fate afſume the rod, Atte 
1 And malice blots the throne of Go. Vith 
# — 0 thou, whoſe pleaſing power I ſing! But i 
p* Thy lenient influence hither bring; From 
1 Compoſe the ſtorm, diſpell the gloom, cou 
* Till nature wear her wonted bloom, For g 
"30 Till fields and ſhades their ſweets exhale, Do tl 
| 1 And mulic ſwell each opening gale : 0 ſi 
1 Then o'er his breaſt thy ſoftneſs pour, s ju 

| And let lim learn the timely hour And 

et | 


o trace the world's benignant laws, 
nd judge of that preſiding cauſe 

o founds in diſcord beauty's reign, 
onverts to pleaſure every pain, 
Subdues the hoſtile forms to reſt, 

and bids the univerſe be bleſt. 


O thou, whoſe pleaſing power to ſing! 

If right I touch the votive ſtring, 
If equal praiſe J yield thy name, 
Still govern thou thy poet's flame; 
Still with the Muſe my boſom ſhare, 

nd ſooth to peace corroding care. 
But moſt exert thy genial power 

On friendſhip's conſecrated hour; 

ind while my Acis leads the road 

o fearleſs wiſdom's high abode, 

Or, warm in freedom's ſacred cauſe, 
Purſues the light of Graecian laws, 
Attend, and grace our gen'rous toils 
Vith all thy garlands, all thy ſmiles. 
But if, by fortune's ſtubborn ſway, 
From him and friendſhip torn away, 

court the muſe's healing ſpell 
For griefs that ſtill with abſence dwell, 
Do thou conduct my fancy's dreams 

o ſuch indulgent, tender themes 

\s juſt the ſtruggling breaſt may chear, 
and juſt ſuſpend the ſtarting tear, 

et leave that charming ſenſe of woe, 
Which none but friends and lovers know. 
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ON THE ABSENCE OT THE POETIC INCLINATION: 


ae of my ſongs, harmonious maid, 2 
Why, why haſt thou withdrawn thy aid? 


Why thus forſvok my widow'd breaſt, 

With dark inſcebling damps oppreſs'd? 

Where is the bold prophetic heat, 

With which my boſom wont to beat ? 

Where all the bright myſterious dreams, 

Of haunted ſhades and tuneful ſtreams, 
That woo'd my genius to divineſt themes? 


Say, can the purple charms of wine, 
Or young Dione's form divine, 
Or flattering ſcenes of promis'd fame 
Relume thy faint; thy dying flame? 
Have ſoft, melodious airs the power 
To give one free, poetic hour? 
Or, from amid th' Elyſian train, 
The ſoul of MiLTox ſhall I gain, 
To win thee back with ſome coeleſtial ſtrain ? 


O mighty mind! O ſacred flame! 

My ſpirit kindles at his name; 

Again my lab'ring boſom burns; 

The Muſe, th' inſpiring Muſe returns 
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Such on the banks of Trxe confeſt, 
I hail'd the bright, ethereal gueſt, 
When firſt ſhe ſeal'd me for her own, 
Made all her bliſsful treaſures known, 

10x, And bade me ſwear to follow Hxn alone. 


o 
1? 
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If 

O D E VII. gu 

Fu Ge 

To A FRIEND, ON THE HAZARD OF FALLING O1 
IN Love, Ge 

Be 

o, fooliſh boy To virtuous fame weet 


If now thy early hopes be vow'd, 
If true ambition's nobler flame 
Command thy footſteps from the croud, 
Lean not to Love's inchanting ſnare; 
His dances, his delights beware, 
Nor mingle in the band of young and fair. 


By thought, by dangers, and by toils, 
The wreath of juſt renown is worn; 
Nor will ambition's awful ſpoils 
The flowery pomp of eaſe adorn : 
But Love diſſolves the nerve of thought; 
By Love unmanly fears are taught; 
And Love's reward with ſlothful arts is bought. 


True, where the Muſes, where the powers 
Of ſofter wiſdom, eaſier wit, 
Aſſiſt the Graces and the Hours 
To render beauty's praiſe compleat, 
The fair may then perhaps impart 
Each finer ſenſe, each winning art, 
And more than ſchools adorn the manly heart. 
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If then, from Love's deceit ſecure; 
Such bliſs be all thy heart intends, 
Go, where the white-wing'd evening-hour 
E On Drria's vernal walk deſcends: 
Go, while the pleaſing, peaceful ſcene 
Becomes her voice, becomes her mien, 
weet as her ſmiles, and as her brow ſerene. . 


Attend, while that harmonious tongue 

Each boſom, each defire commands; 

Apollo's lute by Hermes ſtrung 

And touch'd by chaſte Minerva's hands, 

Attend, I feel a force divine, 

0 Dert1a, win my thoughts to thine, 
That half thy graces ſeem already mine, 


Yet conſcious of the dangerous charm, 

Soon would I turn my ſteps away ; 

Nor oft provoke the lovely harm, 

Nor once relax my reaſon's ſway. 

But thou, my friend - What ſudden ſighs ?* 

What means the bluſh that comes and flies? 
Thy ſtop? why ſilent? why avert thy eyes? 


So ſoon again to meet the fair? 

So penſive all this abſent hour? 

—0 yet, unlucky youth, beware, 

While yet to think is in thy power. 
E 
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In vain with friendſhip's flattering name 
Thy paſſion maſks its inward ſhame : 
Friendſhip, the treacherous fuel of thy flame! 


Once, I remember, tir'd of love, 

I ſpurn'd his hard, tyrannic chain, 

Yet won the haughty fair to prove 

What ſober joys in friendſhip reign. 

No more I ſigh'd, complain'd, or ſwore; 

The nymph's coy arts appear'd no more, 
But each could laugh at what we felt before. 


| 
| . 


Well-pleas'd we paſs'd the chearful day, 
To unreſerv'd diſcourſe reſign'd, 


And I inchanted to ſurvey 
One generous woman's real mind: 1 
But ſoon I wonder'd what poſleſs'd Shi 


Each wakeful night my anxious breaſt ; 
No other friendſhip e er had broke my reſt! 


Fool that I was-—and now, even now 

While thus I preach the Stoic ſtrain, 

Unleſs I ſhun Dioxx's view, 

An hour unſays it all again. 

O friend!—when Love directs her eyes 

To pierce where every paſſion lies, 1 
Where is the firm, the cautious, or the wiſe? Ar 
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0 d³˙ r 


ON LEAVING HOLLAND. 


Abirv to Lerpen's lonely bound, 
The BzLGiAaN muſe's ſober ſeat; 
Where ſhedding frugal gifts around 
On all the fav'rites at her feet, 
She feeds the body's bulky frame 
For paſlive, perſevering toils; 
And leſt, for ſome ambitious aim, 
The daring mind ſhould ſcorn her homely ſpoils, 
She breathes maternal fogs todamp its reſtleſs flame. 


Adieu the grave, pacific air, 
Safe from the flitting mountain- breeze; 
The marſhy levels lank and bare, 
Sacred from furrows, hills or trees; 
Adieu each mantling, fragrant flood, 
Untaught to murmur or to flow: 
Adieu the * muſic of the mud, 
That ſooths at eve the patient lover's woe, 
And wakes to ſprightlier thoughts the painful poet's 
blood, bs 


The Frogs. 
E 2 


'F2 ODES ON SEVERAL SUBFECTS. 
With looks ſo froſty, and with ſteps ſo tame, 
Ye careful nymphs, ye houſehold things, adieu; 
Not once ye taught me love's or friendſhip's flame, 

And where is he that ever taught it you? 

And ve, the ſlow-ey'd fathers of the land, 
With whom dominion lurks from hand to hand, 
 Unown'd, undignify'd by public choice, 
I go where freedom in the ſtreets is known, 
And tells a monarch on his throne, 
Tells him-he reigns, he lives but by her voice. 


O native ALBIoNn, when to thee 

Shall I return to part nv more ? 

Far from this pale, diſcolour'd ſea, 

That ſleeps upon the reedy ſhore, 

When ſhall I plow thy azure tides, 

And, as thy fleece-white hills aſpire, 

Bleſs the fair ſhade that on their ſides 
Imbowers the village and the ſacred ſpire, 
While thegreen hedge, below, the golden ſlope divides! 


1 
The 


Ye nymphs that guard the pathleſs grove, 
Ye blue- ey d ſiſters of the ſtreams, 
With whom I wont at morn to rove, 
With whom at noon I talk'd in dreams; 
O take me to your haunts again, 
The rocky ſpring, the greenwood glade; Io 
To prompt my ſlumbers in the murm'ring ſhade, 
And ſooth my vacant ear with many an airy ſtrain. 


ame, 


rides 


ade, 
ain. 
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And thou, my faithful harp, no longer mourn 
Thy drooping maſter's unpropitious hand; 
Now brighter ſkies and freſher gales return, 
Now fairer maids thy melody demand. 
Daughters of AL810N, guard your votive lyre! 
O blooming God of Theſpia's laurell'd quire 
Why ſounds not mine harmonious as thy own, 
When all the virgin-deities above 

With Venus and with Juno move 
In concert round thy liſtening father's throne ? 


Thee too, protectreſs of my lays, 
Elate with whoſe majectic call 

Above the ſoft Italian's praiſe, 
Above the laviſh wreaths of Gaul, 

I dare from impious thrones reclaim, 
And wanton floth's luxurious charms, 
The honours of a poet's name 


To * AsHIEx's wiſdom, or to HAMDEN's arms, 
Thee, Freedom, I rejoin, and bleſs thy genuine flame. 


- 


Great citizen of Albion! thee 
Heroic valour ſtill attends, 


And uſeful ſcience pleas'd to ſee 


How art her ſtudious toil extends. 


The Earl of SHArTE$SBURY, 


E 3 
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While truth, diffuſing from on high 
A luſtre unconfin'd as day, 
Fills and commands the public eye, 
Till, pierc'd and ſinking by her powerful ray, 
Tame ſloth and monk iſh awe, like nightly daemons, fly, 


Hence all the land the patriot's ardour ſhares; T. 

Hence dread religion ſmiles with ſocial joy; 

Hence the free boſom's ſofteſt, lovelieſt cares, 

Each graceful ſcene of private life employ. 

O fair BAITAN NIA, hail !-—with partial love 

The tribes of men their native ſeats approve, 

Unjuſt and-hoſtile to a foreign fame; 

But when from generous minds and manly laut 
A nation holds her prime applauſe, 

There public.zcal defies the teſt of blame. Aro 


AQ - a a kk. 
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9 D A. - 6 


s, fly, TO SLEE P. 


res; TR ſilent power, whoſe balmy ſway 
Charms every anxious thought away; 


es, In whoſe divine oblivion drown'd, 
Fatigue and toiling pain grow mild, 

Ye Love is with ſweet ſucceſs beguil'd, 

e, And ſad remorſe ſorgets her ſecret wound; 


O whither haſt thou flown, indulgent God ? 
lan: God of kind ſhadows and of healing dews, 
O'er whom doſt thou extend thy magic rod? 
Around what peaceful couch thy opiate airs diffuſe ? 


Lo, midnight from her ſtarry reign 
Looks awful down on earth and main. 
The tunefal birds lie huſh'd in ſleep, 
With all that crop the verdant food, 
With all that (kim the cryſtal flood, 
Or haunt the caverns of the rocky ſteep. 
No ruſhing winds diſturb the tufted bowers; 
No wakeful ſound the moonlight valley knows, 
Save where the brook its liquid murmur pours, 
and lulls the waving ſcene to more profound repoſe. 


O let not me thus watch alone! 
O hear my ſolitary moan! 
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Deſcend, propitious, on my eyes; 
Not from the couch that bears a crown, 
Not from the ſtateſman's thorny down, 
Or where the miſer and his treaſure lies: 
Bring not the ſhapes that break the murderer's reſt; 
Nor thoſe the hireling ſoldier burns to ſee, 
Nor thoſe that haunt the tyrant's gloomy breaſt: 
Far be theirguilty nights, and far theirdreams from me 
Nor yet thoſe awful joys preſent, 8 
For chiefs and heroes only meant: 
The figur'd braſs, the choral ſong, 
The reſcued poeple's glad applauſe, 
The liſtening ſenate, and the laws 
Bent on the dictates of TiMoLzoN's tongue, 
Are ſcenes too grand for fortune's private ways; 
And tho” they ſhine to youth's ingenuous view, 
The ſober gainful arts of modern days, 
To ſuch romantic thoughts have bid a long adicu. 


Bleſt be my fate! I need not pray 
That love-lick dreams be kept away: 
No female charms, of fancy born, 
Nor damaſk check, nor ſparkling eye, 
With me the bands of ſleep untie, 
Or ſteal by minutes half the ſauntering morn. 


Inn Ong 


After Timoleen had deliver'd Syracuſe from the 
tyranny of Dionylius, the people on every important de- 
liberation ſent for him intothe public aſſembly, aſi d hi 
advice, and voted according to his deciſion, PLv7. 
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Nor yet the courtier's hope, the giving ſmile, 

(A ligter phantom and a baſer chain) 

Bids wealth and place the fever'd night beguile, 
o gall my waking hours with more vexatious pain. 


reſt; 
But, Morpheus, on thy dewy wing 
aſt; Such fair auſpicious viſions bring, 
ame As ſooth'd great MiLToN's injur'd age, 


When in prophetic dreams he ſaw 
The tribes unborn with pious awe 
Imbibe each virtue from his heavenly page: 
Or ſuch as Meav's benignant fancy knows, 
When health's kind treaſures, by his art explor'd, 
Have ſav'd the infant from an orphan's woes, 
Or to the trembling fire bis age's hope reſtor'd. 
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roke 


N * 


ON LYRIC POETRY. 


Over more I join the Theſpian quire, 
And taſte th' inſpiring fount again: T 

O parent of the Graecian lyre, Net t 

Admit me to thy ſecret ſtrain— 

And lo! with caſe my ſtep invades 

The pathleſs vale and opening ſhades B 

Till now I ſpy her verdant ſeat, D 

And now at large I drink the ſound, 81 

While theſe her offspring, liſtening round, E 

By turns her melody repeat. V 
* 
8 
8 
8 
4 


I ſee Anacrron ſmile and ſing: 

His ſilver treſſes breathe perfume; 

His cheek diſplays a ſecond ſpring 

Of roſes taught by wine to bloom. 

Away, deceitful cares, away! 

And let me liſten to his lay, I 
While flowery dreams my ſoul employ; 4 
While turtle-wing'd the laughing hours 1 
Lead hand and hand the feſtal powers, ; 
Lead youth and love, and harmleſs joy. - 
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roke from the fetters of his native land, 
devoting ſhame and vengeance to ber lords, 
ith louder impulſe and a threatening hand, 
The * Leſbian patriot ſmites the ſounding chords: 
Ye wretches, ye perfidious train, 
Ye curſt of gods and freeborn men, 
Ye murderers of the laws, 
Tho' now you glory in your luſt, 
Tho' now you tread the feeble neck in duſt, 
Yet time and righteous Jove will judge your dreadful 
cauſe. | 


But lo, to SayPKa's mournful airs 
Deſcends the radiant queen of love; 

She ſmiles, and aſks what fonder cares 

Her ſuppliant's plaintive meaſures move: 
Why is my faithful maid diſtreſt ? 

Who, Sarruo, wounds thy tender breaſt ? 
Say, flies he? Soon he ſhall purſue: 
Shuns he thy gifts — Hz too ſhall give: 
Slights he thy forrows?—He ſhall grieve; 
And bend him to thy haugbticſt vow. 


But, O Met. romene, for whom 
Awakes thy golden fhell again! 

What mortal breath ſhall c'er preſume 
To eccho that unbounded ſtrain ? 


* ALcazvs of Mitylene, the capital of Leſbos, who 
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Majeſtic in the frown of years, 

Behold, the * man of Thebes appears : 
For ſome there are, whoſe mighty frame 
The hand of Jove at birth indow'd 
With hopes that mock the gazing crowd; 
As eagles drink the noontide flame: 


While the dim raven beats his weary wings, 
And clamours far below. — Propitious muſe, 
While I ſo late unlock thy hallow'd ſprings, 
And breathe whate'er thy ancient airs infuſe, 

To poliſh Albion's warlike car 

This long-loſt melody to hear, 

Thy ſweeteſt arts employ; 
As when the winds from ſhore to ſhore, 
Thro' Greece thy lyre's perſuaſive language bore, 


Till towns, and iſles, and ſeas return'd the vocal joy. 


But oft amid the Graecian throng, 
The looſe-rob'd forms of wild deſire 
With lawleſs notes intun'd thy ſong, 
To ſhameful ſteps diſſoly'd thy quire. 
O fair, O chaſte, be ſtill with me 
From ſuch profaner diſcord free: 


—— 


fled from his native city to eſcape the oppreſſion of thoſe 
who had inſlav'd it, and wrote againſt them in hisexile 
thoſe noble invectives which are ſo much — 
the ancient critics, 

Pix DAR. 
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While I frequent thy tuneful ſhade, 
No frantic ſhouts of Thracian dames, 
No Satyrs ficrce with ſavage flames 
Thy pleaſing accents ſhall invade. 


Qucen of the lyre, in thy retreat 

The faireſt lowers of Pindus glow; 

The vine afpires to crown thy ſeat, 

And myrtles round thy laurel grow. 
Thy ſtrings attune their varied ſtrain. 
To every pleaſure, every pain, 

Which mortal tribes were born to prove, 
And ſtrait our paſſions riſe or fall, 

As at the wind's imperious call 

The ocean ſwells, the billows move. 


ore, 
| joy, {When midnight liſtens o'er the lumbering earth, 
et me, O muſe, thy folemn whiſpers hear: 
Then morning ſends her fragrant breezes forth, 
ith airy murmurs touch my opening ear. 

And ever watchful at thy fide, 

Let wiſdom's awful ſuffrage guide 

The tenour of thy lay: 

To her of old by Jove was given 

To judge the various deeds of earth and heaven; 


tho Twas thine by gentle arts to win us to her ſway. 
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Oft as from ſtricter hours reſign'd 


I quit the maze where ſcience toils, Ce 
Do thou refreſh my yielding mind Aſt 
With all thy gay, deluſive ſpoils. Nor | 


But, O indulgent, come not nizh 
The buſy ſteps, the jealovs eye 

Of gainful care and wealthy age, 
Whoſe barren ſouls thy joys diſdain, 
And hold as foes to reaſon's reign 
Whome'ecr thy lovely haunts engage. 


With me, when mirth's conſenting band 
Around fair friendſhip's genial board 
Invite thy heart-awakeniog hand, 

With me falute the Teian chord, 

Or if invok'd at ſofter hours, 

O ſcek with me the happy bowers 

That hear Dioxx's gentle tongue; 

To beauty link'd with virtue's train, 

To love devoid of jealovs pain, 

There let the Sapphic lute be ſtrung, 


But when from envy and from death to claim 


A hero bleeding for his native land;” 
Or when to nowith freedom's veſtal flame, 
heard my genius utter his command, 


Nor Theban ioice, nor Leſbian lyre 
From thee, O muſe, do | require, 
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While my prophetic mind, 
Conſcious of powers ſhe never knew, 
Aſtoniſh'd graſps at things beyond her view, 0 
Nor by another's fate hath felt her own confin'd. 


THE END. 
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T is ſtrange to think, in an age ſo addicted to the 
Muſes, how paſtoral pretry comes to be never fo 
much as thought upon; conſidering eſpecially, that it 
has always been accounted the moſt conſiderable of 
the ſmaller poems: Virgil and Spencer made uſe of 
it as a prelude to heroic poetry. But I ſear the inno- 
cency of the ſubjet makes it ſo little inviting at 
preſent, 

There is no ſort of poetry, if well 3 but 
gives delight. And the paſtoral perhaps may boaſt of 
this in a peculiar manner. For, as in painting, ſo I be- 
lieve, in poetry, the country affords the moſt entertain- 
ing ſcenes, and moſt delightful proſpects. 

Gaſſendus, I remember, tells us, that Piereſkius 
was a great lover of muſic, efpecially that of birds; 
becauſe their artleſs ſtrains ſeem to have leſs of paſſion 
and violence, but more of a natural eaſineſs, and 
therefore do the rather befriend contemplation. It is 
after the ſame manner that Paſtoral gives a ſweet and 
gentle compoſure to the mind; whereas the Epic and 
Tragic poem put the ſpirits in too great a — by 
the vehemence of their motions. 

To ſee a ſtately, well-built palace ſtrikes us, in- 
deed, with admiration, and ſwells the ſoul, as it were, 
with notions of grandeur. But when J view a little 

A 2 


a PREFACE. 


country dwelling, advantageouſly ſituated amid 
beautiful varicty of fields, woods, and rivers, I tel ar 
unſpeakable kind of ſatisfaction, and cannot forhe; 
wiſhing, that my good fortune would place me in { 
ſweet a retirement. | 

Theocritus, Virgil, and Spencer, are the only wri. 
ters, that ſeem to have hit upon the true nature of Pa- 
ſtoral poems; So that it will be honour ſufficient for 
me, if 1 have not altogether fail'd in my attempt. 


T HE 


FIRST PASTORAL: 


LOBBIN, 


F we, O Dorſet, quit the city throng 

To meditate in ſhades the rural ſong 
By your commands; be preſent: and, O, bring 
The muſe along! the muſe to you ſhall ſing. 
Begin—a ſhepherd boy, one evening fair, 
As weſtern winds had cool'd the ſultry air, 
When as his ſheep within their fold were pent, 
Thus plain'd him of his dreary diſcontent; 
So pitiful, that all the ſtarry throng 
Attentive ſeem'd to hear his mournful ſong. 

Ah well a day! how long muſt I endure 
This pining pain? or who ſhall work my cure? 
Fond love no cure will have; ſecks no repoſe; 
Delights in grief; nor any meaſure knows. 
And now the moon begins in clouds to riſe; 
The twinkling ſtars are lighted in the ſkies; 
The winds are huſh'd; the dews diſtil; and ſleep 
With ſoft embrace has ſeiz'd my weary ſheep, 
I only, with the prouling wolf, conſtrain'd 
All night to waſte. With hunger is he pain'd, 
And I with love. His hunger he may tame: 
But who in love can ſtop the growing flame? 
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Whilome did 1, all as this pop'lar fair, 
Up-raiſe my heedleſs head, devoid of care, 
Mong ruſtic routs the chief tor wanton game; 
Nor could they merry make 'till Lobbin came. 
Who better teen, than I, in ſhepherds arts, 

To plcaſe the lads and win the laſſes hearts? 
How deffly to mine oaten reed fo ſweet, 

Wont they, upon the green, to ſhitt their feet ? 
And, when the dance was done, how would they year 
Some well-deviſed tales from me to learn ? 

For, many ſongs and tales of mirth had I, 

To chace the lingering ſun adown the ſky. 

But, ah! ſince Lucy coy has wrought her ſpite 
Within my heart; unmindful of delight, 

The jolly grooms I fly; and all alone 

To rocks and woods pour forth my fruitleſs moan. 

Oh quit thy wonted ſcorn, relentleſs fair ! 
E're, lingering long, I periſts thro' deſpair. 


Had Roſalind been miſtreſs of my mind, 0 
Tho' not ſo fair, ſhe would have been more kind. O c 
O think, unwitting maid, while yet is time, Hoy 
How flying years impair our youthful prime! The 
Thy virgin bloom will not for ever ſtay; For 
And flowers, tho' left ungather'd, will decay. An 
The flowers a new returning ſeaſons bring; Or 
But beauty faded has no ſecond ſpring. Th 

My words are wind! ſhe, deaf to all my cries, Fa 
Takes pleaſure in the miſchief of her eyes. it 
Like friſking heifers, looſe in flowery meads, Sh 


She gads where-e'er her roving fancy leads; Tl 
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et ſtill from me. Ah me, the tireſome chace! 
Vhile, wing'd with ſcorn, ſhe flies my fond embrace, 
She flies indeed: but ever leaves behind, 
Fly where ſhe will, her likeneſs in my mind. 
Ah turn thee then! unthinking damſel! why, 
Thus from the youth, who lovesthee, ſhould'ſt thou fly? 
No cruel purpoſe in my ſpeed | bear: 
Tis all but love; and love why ſhould'ſt thou fear? 
What idle fears a maiden bteaſt alarm! 
Stay, ſimple girl! a lover cannot harm. 
Two kidlings, ſportive as thy ſelf, I rear; 
Like tender buds their ſhooting horns appear. 
Alambkin too, pure white, I breed, as tame, 
As my fond heart could wiſh my fcornful dame, 
A garland, deek'd with all the pride of May, 
in, MW Sweet as thy breath, and as thy beauty gay, 
I'll weave. But why theſe unavailing pains? 
The gifts alike, and giver ſhe diſdains. 
O would my gifts but win her wanton heart! 
L O could I half the warmth l feel impart ! 
How would I wander every day to find 
The ruddy wildings! were but Lucy kind, 
For groſſy plumbs I'd climb the knotty tree, 
And of freſh honey rob the thrifty bee : 
Or if thou deign to live a ſhepherdeſs, 
Thou Lobbin's flock, and Lobbin thalt poſſeſs. 
Fair is my flock; nor yet uncomely I, 
If liquid fountains flatter not: and why 
Should liquid fountains flatter us? yet ſhow 
The bordering flowers leſs beauteous than they grow. 


Veart 
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O come, my love! nor think th' employment mean, 

The dams to milk, and little lambkins wean; 

To drive a- field by morn the fat'ning ewes, 

E'rc the warm ſun drinks up the cooly deus. 8 ] 
How would the crook beſeem the beauteous hand! 

How would my younglins! round thee gazing ſtand! 

Ah witleſs younglins! gaze not on her eye, 

Such heedleſs glances are the cauſe I die. 

Nor trow | when this bitter blaſt will end; 

Or if kind love will ever me befriend. 


Sleep, ſleep, my flock; for happy you may take TH 
Your reſt, tho' nightly thus your maſter wake. | 
Now, to the waining moon, the nightingale Why 

In doleful ditties told her pitcous tale, Unt! 
The love- ſick ſhepherd liſtening found relief, Heat 
Pleas'd with ſo ſweet a partner in his grief: The! 


Till by degrees her notes and ſilent night 
To ſlumbers ſoft his heavy heart invite. 1 


nd 


THE 


SECOND PASTORAL. 


. 1 An er. COLINED. 


THEN Or. 

HY cloudy looks why melting thus in tears, 

Unſeemly, now that heaven ſo blithe appears? 
Why in this mournful manner art thou fonnd, 
Unthankful lad, when all things ſmile around ? 
Hear how the lark and linnet jointly fing! 

Their notes ſoft-warb' ling to the gladſome ſpring. 
COLINET. 

Tho' ſoft their notes, not ſo my wayward fate: 
Nor lark would ſing, nor linnet in my ſtate. 

Each creature to his proper taſk is born; 

As they to micth and muſic, I to mourn, 

Waking, at midnight, I my woes renew, 

And with my icars increaſe the falling dew. 
THENOT. 

Small cauſe, I ween, has luſty youth to plain; 
Or who may then the weight of age ſuſtain, 
When, as our waining ſtrength does daily ceaſe, 
The tireſome burthen doubles its increaſe ? 

Yet tho' with years my body downwards tend, 
As trees bencath their fruit in autumn bend; 
B 
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My mind a chearful temper till retains, 

Spite of my ſnowy head and icy veins: 

For, why ſhould man at croſs miſhaps repine, 

Sour all his ſweet, and mix with tears his wine? 

But ſpeak : for much it may relieve thy woe 

To let a friend thy inward ailment know. 
COLINET, 

"Twill idly waſte thee, Thenot, a whole day, 
Should'ſt thou give car to all my grief can ſay. 
Thy ewes will wander, and thy heedleſs lambs 
With loud complaints require their abſent dams. 

THENOT, 


There's Lightfoot, he ſhall tend themcloſe; andl, 
'T wixt whiles, a-croſs the plain will glance mine eye. 


COLINET, 

Where to begin I know not, where to end: 
Scarce does one ſmiling hour my youth attend, 
Tho' few my days, as my own follies ſhow, 
Yet all thoſe days are clouded o'ex with woe: 
No gleam of happy ſun-ſhine does appear, 


My lowering ſky, and wintry days, to chear, 


My piteous plight, in yonder naked tree, 

That bears the thunder ſcar, too well | ſee: 
Quite deſtitute it ſtands of ſhelter kind, 

The mark of ſtorms and ſport of every wind: 

Its riven trunk feels not th* approach of ſpring, 
Nor any birds among the branches ſing. 

No more beneath thy ſhade ſhall ſhepherds throng 
With merry tale, or pipe, or pleaſing ſong, 


Un! 
Fro 


ndl, 
eye. 
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Unhappy tree! and more vnhappy I! 
From thee, from me, alike the ſhepherds fly. 
| THENOT, 

Sure thou in ſome ill-choſen hour waſt horn, 
When blighting mildews ſpoil the riſing corn; 
Or when the moon, by witchcraft charm'd, foreſhows 
Thro' ſad eclipſe a various train of woes, 
Untimely born, ill luck betides thee (till, 

COLINET, 
And can there, Thenot, be a greater ill? 
THENOT., 

Nor wolf, nor fox, nor rot, amongſt our ſheep; 
From theſe the ſhepherd's care his flock may keep: 
Againſt ill luck all cunning foreſight fails; 
Whether we ſleep or wake, it nought avails. 

COLINE TT, 

Ah me the while! ah me the luckleſs day! 
Ah luckleſs lad! the rather might I fay. 
Unhappy hour! when firſt, in youthful bud, 

I left: the fair Sabrina's ſilver flood: 

Ah filly 1! more filly than my ſheep, 

Which on thy flow'ry banks I once did keep. 

Sweet are thy banks! oh when ſhallT once more 

With longing eyes review thy flow'ry ſhore? 

When, in the cryſtal of thy water, ſee 

My face, grown wan thro' care and miſery ? 

When ſhall | ſee my hut, the ſmall abode 

My ſelf had rais'd and cover'd o'er with ſod? 

Tho' ſmall it be, a mean and humble cell, 

Yet is there room for peace and me to dwell, 
B 2 
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THEN Or. 
And what the cauſe that drew thee firſt away ? 
From thy lov'd home what tempted thee to (tray ? 
o LINE T. 
A lewd deſire ſtrange lands and ſwains to know: 
Ah God! that ever 1 ſhould covet woe! 
With wand'ring feet unbleſs'd and fond of fame, 
I ſought l know not what, beſides a name. 
THENOT, 
Or, ſooth to ſay, did thou not hither roam 
In hopes of wealth, thou cou'd'ſt not find at home? 
A rolling ſtone is ever bare of moſs; 
Aud, to their coſt, green years old proverbs croſs. 
COLINET, 
Small need there was, in flatt'ring hopes of gain, 
To drive my pining flock athwart the plain 
To diſtant Cam: fine gain at length, 1 trow, 
To hoard up to my ſelf ſuch deal of woe! 
My ſheep quite ſpent thro' travel and ill fare, 
And, like their keeper, ragged grow and bare: 
Here, on cold earth to make my nightly bed, 
And on a bending willow reſt my head. 
is hard to bear the pinching cold with pain, 
And hard is want to the unpractis'd ſwain : 
But ncither want, nor pinching cold is hard, 
To blaſting ſtorms of calumny compar'd : 
Unkiad as bail it falls, whoſe pelting ſhow'rs 
Deſtroy the tender herb and budding flow'rs. 
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THENOT, 
* Slander, we ſnepherds count the greateſt wrong; 
For, what wounds ſorer that an evil tongue? 
COLINET, 

Untoward lads, who pleaſance take in ſpite, 
Make mock of all the ditties I endite. 

In vain, O Colinet, thy pipe, ſo ſhrill, 
Charms ev'ry vale, and gladdens ev'ry hill: 

In vain thou ſeek'ſt the cov'rings of the grove, 
In the cool ſhades to ſing the heats of love: 
No paſſion, but rank envy, canſt thou more, 
Sing what thou wilt, ill nature will prevail; 
'Y And ev'ry elf has (kill enough to rail. 

But yet, tho' poor and artleſs is my vein, 
Menalcas ſeems to like my ſimple ſtrain; 

And long as he is pleas'd to hear my ſong, 

That to Menalcas does of right belong; 

Nor night, nor day, ſhall my rude muſic ceaſe; 

I aſk no more, ſo 1 Menalcas pleaſe. 
 THENOT, 

Menalcas, lord of all the neighb'ring plains, 
Preſerves the ſheep, and o'er the ſhepherds reigns. 
For him our yearly wakes and feaſts we hold, 
And chuſe the fatteſt firſtling from the fold. 

He, goed to all, that good deſerve, ſhall give 
Thy flock to feed, and thee at eaſe to live, 

Shall curb the malice of unbridled tongues, 

And with due praiſe reward thy rural ſongs. 
B 3 
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COLINET. , 
Firſt then ſhall lightſome birds forget to fly, 
The briny ocean turn to paſtures dry, 
And ev'ry rapid river ceaſe to flow, 
E're I unmindful of Menalcas grow. 1 
THENOT. 
This night thy cares with me forget; and fold 
Thy flock with mine, toward th' injurious cold. 
Sweet milk and clotted cream, ſoft cheeſe and curd, W 
With ſome remaining fruit of laſt year's hoard, 


Sha I be our ev'ning fare: and for the night, Wi 
Sweet herbs and moſs, that gentle ſleep invite. Ar 
And now bchold the ſun's departing ray He 
O'er yonder hill, the ſign of ebbing day. Of 
With ſongs the jovial hinds return from plow, W 
And unyoak'd heifers, pacing home ward, low. El 
Sit 
Al 
Li 
A 
M 
W 
Y, 


rd, 


THE 


THIRD PASTORAL: 


. 


ALBINO. 
HEN Virgil thought no ſhame the Dorick reed 
To tune, and flocks on Mantuan plains to feed, 
With young Auguſtus name he grac'd his ſong ; 
And Spencer, when amidſt the rural throng 
He carol'd ſweet, and graz'd along the flood 
Of gentle Thames, made ev'ry ſounding wood 
With good Eliza's name to ring around; 
Eliza's name on ev'ry tree was found. 
Since then, thro' Anna's cares at eaſe we live, 
And ſee our cattle in full paſtures thrive; 
Like them will I my ſlender muſic raiſe, 
And teach the vocal vallies Anna's praiſe. 
Mean time on oated pipe a lowly lay, 
While my kids bronze, obſcure in ſhades l play : 
Yet not obſcure, while Dorſet thinks not ſcorn 
To viſit woods, and ſwains ignobly born. 
Two country ſwains, both muſical, both young, 
In friendfhip's mutual bonds united long, 
Retir'd within a moſſy cave, to ſhun 
The croud of ſhepherds, and the noon-day fun, 
A melancholy thought poſſeſs'd their mind: 
Revolving now the fol:mn day they find, 
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When young Albino dy'd. His image dear 
Bedews their check with many a trickling tear; 
To tears they add the, tribute of their verſe; 
Theſe Angelot, thoſe Palin did rehearſe, 

Ba ANGELOT, 

Thus yearly circling by paſt times return; 
And yearly thus Albino's fate we mourn ; 
Albino's fate was early, ſhort his ſtay; 

How ſweet the roſe! how ſpeedy the decay! 

Can we forget how ev'ry creature moan'd, 
And ſympathizing rocks in echo groan'd, 
Preſaging future woe, when, for our crimes, 
We loſt albino, pledge of peaceful times ? 
The pride of Britain, and the darling joy 
Of all the plains and ev'ry ſhepherd boy. 

No joyous pipe was heard, no flocks were ſeen, 
Nor ſhepherds found upon the graſly green; 
No cattle graz'd the field, nor drunk the flood, 
No birds were heard to warble thro' the wood. 

In yonder gloomy grove ſtretcht out he lay, 

His beautous limbs upon the dampy clay, 
The roſes on his pallid cheeks decay'd, 
And o'er his lips a livid hue diſplay'd: 

Bleating around him lye his penſive ſheep, 


And mourning ſhepherds came in crouds to weep; 


The pious mother comes, with grief oppreſs'd; 
Ye, conſcious trees and fountains can atteſt 
With what ſad accents, and what moving cries 
She fill'd the grove, and importun'd the ſkies, 
And ev'ry ſtar upbraided with his death, 
When in her widow'd arms, devoid of breath, 


She 
Plai 
An 
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She claſp'd her ſon. Nor did the nymph for this 
Place in her dearling's welfare all her bliſs, 
And teach him young the ſylvan crook to wield, 
And rule the peaceful empire of the ficld. y 
As milk-white ſwans on filver ſtreams do ſhow, 1 
And ſilver ſtreams to grace the meadows flow; i 
As corn the vales, and trees the hills adorn, 
So thou to thine an ornament was born, | 
Since thou, delicious youth, didſt quit the plains, 1 
Th' ungrateful ground we till with fruitleſs pains; 6 
In labour'd furrows ſow the choice of wheat: 
And over empty ſheaves in harveſt ſweat: i 
A thin increaſe our wholly ſubſtance yield, 1 
And thorns and thiſtles overſpread the field. 
How all our hopes are fled, like morning dew! i 
And we but in our thoughts thy manhood view. p 
Who now ſhall teach the pointed ſpear to throw, 
To whirl the ſling, and bend the ſtubborn bow? 
Nor doſt thou live to bliſs thy mothers days, 
And ſhare the ſacred honours of her praiſe ; 
In foreign fields to purchaſe endleſs fame, 
And add new glories to the Britiſh name. 1 
O peaceful may thy gentle ſpirit reſt! ( 
And flow'ry turf lie light upon thy breaſt; 
Nor ſhrieking owl, nor bat fly round thy tomb, 
Nor midnight fairies there to revel come. 
P 4 4 3 
No more, miſtaken Angelot, complain; 
Albino lives, and all our tears are vain. 
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And now the royal nymph, who bore him, deigns 
To bliſs the fields, and rule the ſimple ſwains, 
While from above propitious he looks down. 

For this the golden ſkies no longer frown, 

The planets ſhine indulgent on our iſle, 

And rural pleaſure round about us ſmile. 

Hills, dales and woods with (hrilling pipes reſound; 
The boys and virgins dance with garlands crown'd, 
And hail Albino bleſt: the vallies ring 

Albino bleſt: O now! if ever, bring 

The Jaurel green, the ſmelling eglantine, 

And tender branches from the mantling vine, 
The dewy cowſlip, that in meadow grows, 

The fountain violet and garden roſe : 

Your hamlets ſtrew, and ev'ry public way, 

And conſecrate to mirth Albino's day. 

My ſelf will laviſh all my little ſtore, 

And deal about the goblet, flowing o'er : 

Old Moulin there ſhall harp, young Mico ſing, 
And Cuddy dance the round amidſt the ring, 

And Hobbinol his antic gambols play. 

To thee theſe honours yearly will we pay, 

When we our ſhearing feaſt and harveſt keep, 

To ſpeed the plow, and bleſs our thriving ſheep. 
While mallow kids and endive lambs purſue; 
While bees love thyme, and locuſts ſip the dew; 
While birds delight in woods their notes to (train, 
Thy name and ſweet momorial ſhall remain. 


ns THE 


FOURTH PASTORAL. 


d; MICO, ARGOL, 
4, 
Nico. 
HIS place may ſeem ſor ſhepherds leiſure made, 
So lovingly theſe elms unite their head. 

Th' ambitious woodbine, how it climbs, to breathe 
Its balmy ſweats around on all beneath! 
The ground with graſs of cheerful green beſpread, 
Thro' which the ſpringing flow'r up-rears its head, 
Lo here the king-cup of a golden hue, 
Medly'd with daiſies white, and endive blue, 
Hark how the gaudy gold-finch, and the thruſh, 
With tuneful warblings fill that bramble buſh ! 
In pleaſing conſorts all the birds combine, 
And tempt us in the various ſong to join. 
Up, Argol, then; and to thy lip apply 
Thy mellow pipe, or vocal muſic try: 
And, ſince our ews have graz'd, no harm, if they 
Lie round and liſten, while their lambkius play. 

ARCOL, 

1, The place indeed gives pleaſance to the eye; 
And pleaſance works the ſinger's fancy high: 
The fields breathe ſweet; and now the gentle breeze 
Moves ev'ry leaf, and trembles thro' the trees. 
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So ſweet a ſcene ill ſuits my rugged lay, 
And better fits the muſic thou canſt play. 
MICO. 
No ſkill of muſic can I, ſimple ſwain, 
No fine device thine car to entertain; 
Albeit ſome deal I pipe, rude tho! it be, 
Sufficient to divert my ſheep and me, 
Yet Colinet (and Colinet has (kill) 
My fingers guided on the tuneful quill, 
And try'd to teach me on what ſounds to dwell, 
And where to ſink a note, and where to ſwell. 
ARGOL. 
Ah Mico! half my flock would I beſtow, 
Would Colinet to me his cunning ſhow, 
So trim his ſonnets are, I prithee ſwain, 
Now give us once a ſample of his ſtrain : 
For, wonders of that lad the ſhepherds ſay, 
How ſweet his pipe, how raviſhing his lay: 
'The ſweetneſs of his pipe and lay rehearſe, 
And alk what gift thou pleaſeſt ſor thy verſe. 
"  MICO. 
Since then thou liſt, a mournful ſong I chuſe; 
A mournful ſong becomes a mournful muſe. 
Faſt by a river, on a bank he ſat, 
'To weep a lovely maid's untimely fate, 
Fair Stella hight: a lovely maid was ſhe, 
Whoſe fate he wept; a faithful ſhepherd he. 
Awake my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs 
Fair Stella's death and Colinct's diſtreſs. 
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O woful day! O day of woe! quoth he; 

And woful I, who live the day to ſee! 

That ever ſhe could die! O moſt unkind, 

To go, and leave thy Colinet behind ! 

And yet, why blame I her? full fain would ſhe, 
With dying arms, have claſp'd her (elf to me: 

[ claſp'd her too; but death was all too ſtrong, 
Nor vows, nor tears, could fleeting life prolong. 
Teach me to grieve, with bleating moan, my ſheep; 
Teach me, thou ever-flowing ſtream, to weep; 
Teach me, ye faint, ye hollow winds to ſigh; 
And let my ſorrows teach me how to die: 

Nor flock, nor ſtream, nor winds, can c'er relieve 
A wretch like me, for ever horn to grieve. 

Awake my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 

Ye brighter maids, faint emblems of my fair, 
With looks caſt down, and with diſhevel'd hair, 
In bitter anguiſh beat your breaſts, and moan 
Her hour untimely, as it were your own. 

Alas! the fading glories of your eyes 

In vain we doat upon, in vain you prize: 

For, tho' your beauty rule the filly ſwain, 

And in his heart like little queens you reign; 
Yet death will even that ruling beauty kill, 

As ruthleſs winds the tender bloſſoms ſpill. 

f either muſic's voice, or beanty's charm, 
Could make him mild, and ſtay his lifted arm; 
My pipe her face, her face my pipe ſhould ſave, 
Redeeming thus each other from the grave. 
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Ah fruitleſs wiſh ! cold death's up-lifted arm 
No muſic can preſuade nor beauty charm : 
For ſee O baleful ſight!) fee where ſhe lies! 
The budding flow'r, unkindly blaſted, dies. 
Awake my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 
Unhappy Colinct! what boots thee now 
To weave freſh garlands for the damſel's brow ? 
Throw by the lilly, daffadil and roſe; 
One of black yew, and willow pale, compoſe, 
With baneful henbane, deadly night-ſhade dreſt; 
A garland, that may witneſs thy unreſt, 
My pipe, whoſe ſoothing ſound could paſſion move, 
And firſt tavght Stella's virgin heart to love, 
Untun'd, ſhall hang upon this blaſted oak, 
Whence owls their dirges ſing, and ravens croak : 
Nor lark, nor linnet, ſhall by day delight, 
Nor nightingale divert my moan by night; 
The night and day ſhall undiſtinguiſh'd be 
Alike to Stella, and alike to me. 
Thus ſweztly did the gentle ſhepherd ſing, 
And heavy woe within ſoft numbers bring : 
And now that ſheep-hook for my ſong I crave. 


AR GOL, 
Not this, but one much fairer ſhalt thou have, 
Of ſeaſon'd elm; where ſtuds of braſs appear, 
To ſpeak the giver's name the month and year; 
The hook of poliſh'd ſteel, the handle turn'd, 
And richly by the graver's {kill adorn'd. 


ve, 
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O Colinet, how ſweet thy grief to hear! 
How does thy verſe ſubdue the liſt'ning ear! 
Not half fo ſweet are midnight winds, that move 
In drowfic murmurs o'er the waving grove; 
Nor dropping waters, that in grots diſtil, 

And with a tir kling ſound their caverns fill: 
So ſing the ſwans, that in ſoft numbers waſte 
Their dying breath, and warble to the laſt; 
And next to thee ſhall Mico bear the bell, 
That can repeat thy peerleſs verſe ſo well. 

But fee; the hills increaſing ſhadows caſt: 
The ſun, I ween, is leaving us in haſte: 

His weakly rays but glimmer thro' the wood, 
And blueiſh miſts ariſe from yonder flood. 
| Maro. 

Then ſend our curs to gather up the ſheep: 
Good ſhepherds with their flocks betimes ſhould ſleep; 
For, he that late lies down, as late will riſe, 
And, ſluggard like, till noon-day ſporing lyes, 
While in their folds his injur'd ews complain, 
And after dewy paſtures bleat in vain. 


THE 


FIFTH PASTORAL. 


CUDDY, 


IN rural ſtrains we firſt our muſic try, 

And, baſhful, into woods and thickets fly, 
Diſtruſtful of our ſkill. Yet, if thro' time 
Our voice improving gain a pitch ſublime, 
Thy growing virtues, Sackvil, ſhall engage 
My riper verſe, and my more ſettled age. 

The ſun now mounted to the noon of day, 
Began to ſhoot direct his burning ray, 
When, with the flocks, their feeders ſought the ſhade 
A venerable oak, wide-ſpreading, made. 
What ſhould they do to paſs the loit'ring time? 
As fancy led, each form'd his tale in ryhme: 
And ſome the joys, and ſome the pains of love, 
And ſome to ſet our ſtrange adventures ſtrove ; 
The trade of wizzards ſome, and Merlin's (kill, 
And whence to charm ſuch empire o'er the will. 
Then Cuddy laſt (who Cuddy can excel, 
In neat device?) his tale began to tell. 

When ſhepherds flouriſh'd in Eliza's reign! 
There liv'd in great eſteem a jolly ſwain, 
Young Colin Clout; who well could pipe and ſing; 
And by his notes invite the lagging ſpring. - 
He, as his cuſtom was, at leiſure laid 
In ſilent ſhade, without a rival play'd. 
Drawn by the magic of th' inticing ſound, 
What crouds of mute admirers flock'd around! 
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The ſteerlings left their food; and creatures wild 
By nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. 
88 He makes the birds in troops about him throng, 
And loads the neighb'ring branches with his ſong. 
Among the reſt, a nightingale of fame, 
Jealous, and fond of praiſe, to liſten came. ; 
She turn'd hear ear; and emulous, with pride, 1 
Like echo, to the ſhepherd's pipe reply'd. 
The ſhepherd heard with wonder; and again, 
To try her more, renew'd his various ſtrain. 
To all his various ſtrains ſhe ſhapes her throat, 
And adds peculiar grace to ev'ry note. 
If Colin in complaining accents grieves, 
Or briſker motion to his meaſure gives; 
If gentle ſounds he modulates, or ſtrong, 
She, not a little vain, repeats his ſong : 
But ſo repeats, that Colin half deſpis'd 
His pipe and {kill ſo much by others priz'd, 
And ſweeteſt ſongſter of the winged kind, 
What thanks, ſaid he, what praiſes can I find 
To equal thy melodious voice ? in thee 
The rudeneſs of my rural life I ſee; 
From thee I learn to vaunt no more my kill. 
Aloft in air ſhe ſat provoking (till 
The vanquiſh'd ſwain : provok'd at laſt, he ſtrove 
To ſhew the little minſtrel of the grove 
85 His utmoſt art: if ſo ſome ſmall eſteem 
He might obtain, and credit loſt, redeem. 
He draws in breath, his riſing breaſt to fill; 
Thro' all the wood his pipe is heard to ſhrill. 
C3 
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From note to note in haſte his fingets fly ; T 
Still more and more his numbers multiply; V 
And now they trill, and now they fall and riſe, 
And ſwift and ſlow they change, with ſweet ſurprize. A 
Attentive ſhe does fcarce the ſounds retain, 81 
But to her ſelf firſt cons the puzzling ſtrain; A 
And tracing careful note by note, repays T 


The ſhepherd, in his own harmonious lays; St 
Thro' ev'ry changing cadence runs at length, H 
And adds in ſweetneſs, what ſhe wants in ſtrength. In 

Then Colin threw his fife diſgrac'd aſide ; H 
While ſhe loud triumph ſings, porclaiming wide H 
Her mighty conqueſt. What could Colin more ? H 
A little harp of maple ware, he bore: N 
The harp it ſelf was old, but newly ſtrung, St 
Which uſual he a- croſs his ſhoulders hung. A 
Now take. delightful bird, my laſt farewel, O 
He ſaid; and learn from hence, thou doſt excel D 


No trivial artiſt. And at that lie wound 


The murm'ring ſtrings, and ordet'd ev'ry ſound. A 
Then earneſt to his inſtrument he bends, A 
And bath his hands upon the ſtrings extends. A 
The ſtrings obey his touch, and various move, (1 
The lower anſw'ring (till to thoſe above. H. 
His reſtleſs fingers traverſe to and fro, 1. 
And in purſuit of harmony they go; A 
Now, lightly ſkimming, o'er the ſtrings they paſs, A 
Like winds, that gently bruſh the plying graſs, 414 
And melting airs ariſe at their command: 

And now, Jaborious, with a weighty hand A 


He ſinks into the cords with ſolemn pace, 
And gives the ſwelling tones a manly grace ; 


ize. 


1. 


PAS T ORAL S. 
Then, intricate he blends agreeing ſounds, 
While muſic thro' the tren bling harp abounds, 
The double ſounds the nightingale perplex, 
And pos'd, ſhe does her troubled ſpirit vex. 
She warbles diffident, *twixt hope and fear, 
And hits imperfect accents, here and there. 
Then Colin play'd again, and playing ſung. 
She, with the fatal love of glory ſtung, 
Hears all in pain: her heatt begins to ſwell; 
In piteous notes ſhe ſighs, in notes that tell 
Her bitter anguiſh. He, till ſinging, plies 
His limber joints: her ſorrows higher riſe. 
How ſhall ſhe bear a conqu'ror, who before 
No equal, thro' the grove, in muſic bore ? 
She droops, and hangs her flagging wings, and moans, 
And fetches from her breaſt melodious groans. 
Oppreſs'd with grief at laſt, too great to quell, n 
Down breathleſs on the gnilty harp ſhe fell. 
Then Colin loud lamented o'er the dead, 
And unavailing tears profuſely ſhed, 
And broke his wicked ſtrings, and curs'd his ſkill; 
And, beſt to make atonement for the ill, 
(If for ſuch ill atonement might be made) 
He builds her tomb beneath a laurel ſhade: 
Then adds a verſe, and ſets with flow'rs the ground, 
And makes a fence of winding oſiers round: 
A verſe and tomb is all I now can give, 
And here thy name at leaſt, he ſaid, ſhall live. 
Thus ended Cuddy with the ſetting ſun, 
And by his tale unenvy'd praiſes won. 


THE 


SIXTH PASTORAL 


GERON, HOBBINOL, LANQUET. 


GERON, 


jw {till the ſea; behold; how calm the (ky! 


And how, in ſportive chace, the ſwallows fly! 


My goats, ſecure from harm, no tendence need, 

While high on yonder hanging rock they feed: 

And here below, the banky ſhore along 

Your heifers graze: and [I to hear your ſong 

Diſpos'd. As eldeſt, Hobbinol, begin; 

And Lanquet's under-ſong by turns come in. 
HOBBINOL, 

Let others meanly ſtake upon their (kill, 

Or kid, or lamb, or goat, or what they will; 

For praiſe we ling, nor wager ought beſide: 

And, whoſe the praiſe, let Geron's lips decide. 
LANQUET. 

To Geron I my voice and {kill commend: 
Unbiaſs'd he, to both is equal friend. 

GERON, 

Begin then, boys, and vary well your ſong; 
Nor fear, from Geron's upright ſentence, wrong, 
A boxen haut-boy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, 
All varniſh'd and with brazen ringlets bound, 

I to the victor give: no ſmall reward, 


If with our uſual country pipes compar'd. 


PASTORAL 


HOBBINOL, 

The ſnows are melted, and the kindly rain 
Deſcends on ev'ry herb, and ev'ry grain; 
Soft balmy breezes breath along the ſky; 
The bloomy ſeaſon of the year is nigh. 

LANQUET. 

The cuckoo tells aloud her painful love; 
The turtle's voice is heard in ev'ry grove: 
The paſtures change, the warbling linnets ſing: 
Prepare to welcome in the gaudy ſpring 

HOBBINOL, 

When locuſts in the fearny buſhes cry, 

When ravens pant, and ſnakes in caverns lye; 

Then graze in woods, and quit the burning plain; 

Elſe ſhall ye preſs the ſpungy teat in vain. 
LAN GU ET. 

When greens to yellow vary, and you ſee 
The ground beſtrewed with fruits of ev'ry tree, 
And ſtormy winds are heard; think winter near, 
Nor truſt too far to the declining year. 

HOBBINOL, 

Full fain, O bleſt Eliza; would I praiſe 
Thy maiden rule, and Albion's golden days. 

Then gentle Sidney liv'd, the ſhepherds friend : 
Eternal bleſſings on his ſhade attend ! 
LANQUET. 

Thrice happy ſhepherds now ! for Dorſet loves 
The country muſe, and our delightful groves ; 
While Anna reigns. O ever may ſhe reign ! 

And bring on earth a golden age again. 
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HOBBINOL. 

I love in ſecret all a beauteous maid, 
And have my love in ſecret all repaid. 
This coming night the does reſerve for me: 
Divine her name; and thou the victor be. 

LANQUET, 

Mild as the lamb, and harmleſs as the dove, 

True as the turtle, is the maid I love. 
How we in ſecret love, I thall not ſay, 
Divine her name: and I give up the day. 

HOBBINOL, 

Soſt, on a cowſlip bank, my love and I, 
Together lay: a brook ran murm'ring by: 
A thouſand tender things to me lhe ſaid, 

And 1 a thoufand tender things repaid. 
LANQUET. | 

In ſummer ſhade, beneath the cocking hay, 
What ſoft, endearing words did ſhe not ſay ? 
Her lap, with apron deck'd, ſhe kindly ſpread, 
And ſtroak'd my cheeks, and lull'd my leaning head. 

HOBBINOL, 

Breathe ſoft, ye winds; ye waters gently flow; 
Shield her, ye trees; ye flowers around her grow 
Ye ſwains, I beg you, paſs in filence by; 

My love in yonder vale aſleep does lye. 
LANQUET. 

Once Delia ſlept, on eaſy moſs reclin'd, 

Her lovely limbs half bare, and rude the wind: 
I ſmooth'sd her coats, and ſtole a ſilent kiſs. 
Condemn me ſhepherds, if I did amiſs. 


*ad, 
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HOBBINOL. 

As Marian bath'd, by chance I paſſed by; 
She bluſn'd, and at me caſt a ſidelong eye: 
Then ſwift beneath the chryſtal wave ſhe try'd 
Her beautcous form, but all in vain, to hide. 

LANQUET, 

As I to cool me, bath'd one ſultry day, 
Fond Lydia lurking in the ſedges lay, 

The wanton laugh'd, and ſcem'd in haſte to fly, 
Yet often ſtopp'd, and often turn'd her eye, 
HOBBINOL, 

When firſt I ſaw, would | had never ſeen, 
Young Lyſet lead the dance on yonder green; 
Intent upon her beanties as ſhe mov'd, 

Poor, hecdleſs wretch, at unawares I loy'd. 
LANQUET, 
When Lucy decks with flow'rs her ſwelling breaſt, 
And on her elbow leans, diſſembling reſt; 
Unable to refrain my madding mind, | 
Nor ſheep nor paſture worth my care I find. | 
HOBBINOL, 
Come Roſalind, O come! for without thee, 
What pleaſure can the country have for me? 
Come Roſalind, O come! my brinded kine, 
My ſnowy ſheep, my farm and all is thine. | 
i LANQUET. | 
Come Roſalind, O come! here ſhady bow'rs, 
Here are cool fountains, and here ſpringing flow'rs. 
Come Roſalind : here ever let us ſtay, 
And ſwectly waſte our live-long time away. 
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HOBBINOL, 

In vain the ſeaſons of the moon I know, 
The force of healing herbs, and where they grow; 
There is no herb, no ſeaſon, may remove 
From my fond heart the racking pains of love. 

LAN Er. 

What profits me, that | in charms have ſxill, 
And ghoſts and goblins order as I will; 

Yet have, with all my charms, no pow'r to lay 
The ſprite, that breaks my quiet night and day. 
| HOBBINOL, 

O that like Colin I had kill in rhymes, 
To purchaſe credit with ſucceeding times! 
Sweet Colin Clout! who never yet had peer, 


Who ſung thro' 3 G4. the year. 


Let me like Wrenock ſing; his voice had pow'r 
To free the clipſing moon at midnight hour: 
And, as he ſung, the fairies, with their queen, 

In mantles blue came tripping o'er the green. 
S GERON, 

Here end your pleaſing ſtrife. Both victors are; 

And both with Colin may in rhyme compare. 
A boxen haut-boy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, 
All varniſh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 
To both I give. A mizling miſt deſcends 
Adown that ſteepy rock: and this way tends - 
Yon diſtant rain. Shore-ward the veſſel ſtrive; 
And, ſee, the boys their flocks to ſhelter drive. 

THE KN DL. 


